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AN INTRODUCTION 4 
Including a cautionary Tale of the dangers 
of Sampling minds, an Overview of the 
faces laid Bare in these pages, a Word 


concerning their sundry Relationships, and 
Notes on working them into a Campaign. 

A’KIN 8 
A yugoloth of a most dubious Disposition 
and a Shop of most curious Magic. 


AUTOCHON THE BELLRINGER 10 
A master of Couriers who paid a Dear price 
Jor Bargaining with Dark forces. 


BLACK MARIAN 12 
A lyrical Priestess who hears the Future in 
the Waters of the Singing Fountain. 


Kesto Bricureye 1¢ 
A busy gnome who tries to part the Veil for 
the masses with a well-stocked Bookshop 
and m) 9 Illusions, 


Cirity 20 
A fiery eladrin with a Distaste for primes — 
and the Inklings of a new faction. 


Wooty Curcr 22 
An eccentric (some say Mad) bariaur who 
knows all manner of Liquid — by taste, 


DJWEK'NLARR 24 
A githyanki who sells illegal Maps of the 
Lady's Mazes, and sends the Foolish and 
the Greedy to Mazes of their own. 


ApaAMoK EBon 28 
An icy Bladeling who makes her Living as 
a Hunter of prey, animal and Otherwise. 


Estava 3 
An ogre mage and merchant lord who deals 
in every sort of glittering Treasure and dirty 
Cargo. 


Farrow 
A shadow elf Spy who tried to break the 

Factions, but played his Roles too well and 
broke only his Mind. 


Feu 36 
A Dabus defrocked by the Lady of Pain for 
taking up the Robes of her hated Foe. 


JunGe GABBERSLUC 38 
A capricious and stinking Fiend who sits in 
Judgment at the dreaded Court of Woe, a 
house of Dead and Undead alike. 


THe Grix 42 
A Terrorist who risks her eternal Spirit in 
order to slam shut the Portals of the Cage. 


Harys Haren 44 
A wizardly Crier of Commerce whose 
campaigns and handbills mean Business. 


IARMu 46 
An aasimar of soothing Word and gentle 
Touch who runs a house of Restoration, 


We EXILE 50 
A rilmani of the Spire, a being of no little 
Power — and no little Modesty. 


JEMORILL 


Kot 52 
A Rogue asuras who seeks to Defeat the 
fiends by Arming them. 


Kyu 56 
A tiefling tout of few Years but much 
Experience in filling Wants and Needs, 


ANDRA THE GATE-SEEKER 60 
An Anarchist who means to chart the 
Doors of Sigil, so that such Knowledge 
might rest with the People. 


Ly'kRIret 62 
A Shadow fiend desirous of Trapping the 
finest Minds in the Cage. 


Mivor 64 
A lillend Diplomat and translator of foreign 
Tongues, including the airy Pictures of the 
dabus. 


CON+EN+S 


MorVUN AND PHINEAS ‘ 68 
Twin fensir Trolls who fancy themselves 
Bleak artists of music and Verse — though 
few Others do. 


” NYE 72 
A Chaotic tiefling who defends the poor 
and the Clueless in the City Court. 


Omort 74 
A naive linqua, Shorn from its god, who 
now seeks Power from a new deity. 


PARAKK THE RATCATCHER 7€ 
An Ambitious githzerai who serves a 
Hundred masters. 


Parett 78 
A sentient Growth of razorvine that Trades 
its knowledge for Blood. 


Qaiwa BO 
A radiant Dustman who seeks to fill her 
Mimir with knowledge — and her fiendish 
Patron with victims. 


ULE-OF-THREE 84 
A tanar'ri Wise man (or Beggar) who 
delights in Vexing those who seek his Aid. 


ALLUVIUS RUSKIN 86 
A Seeming tiefling who sells the Keys for 
the Pathways of the planes. 


Save 90 
A Gautiere rescued from exile and prodded 
by the Athar to champion their Cause. 


SEAMUSXANTHUSZENUS 4 92 
A dust mephit of Fickle mood and tongue 
who sells items most Unwholesome in the 
darkest Depths of Sigil. 


SHEMPSHKA THE MARAUDER 96 
A fiendish Cross-trader whose impeccable 
Grooming masks a core of Evil. 


TARHOLT 100 
A dwarf who Left his family’s Smithy to 
forge his own Path as a canny trader. 


TRIPICUS 102 
An ursinal Scholar who has made a 
Comfortable living from the Prime — and 
from the Blood War. 


Unrry-oF-RINGs 104 
A deva of Grace and Charity who counsels 
the good Citizens of the Cage — whether 
they Welcome it or not. 


Tue t 106 
A secret Swarm of vermin that find in their 
swelling Numbers both incredible Wisdom 
and fantastic Power. 


VERDEN 108 
An alluring elf who Prolongs her own life 
by stealing that of Others. 


THe Witt OF THE ONE 110 
A gathering of Signers who tout the One 
and look to Revive a dead God. 


XinE0 4 
An erudite Gehreleth who seeks to sell the 
Hated yugoloths into eternal Slavery. 


Yum 116 
A modron that Thinks itself a slaad — or a 
slaad that Thinks itself a modron. 


ZADARA 118 
A hale and Hearty titan who uses her vast 
Wealth to fuel much Enterprise. 


AN APPENDIX 122 
A passing Glance at a handful of other 
Faces in the Cage, and a profile of the Ties 
that bind the principal Faces in this 
volume. 


INDEX 127 


How much can a person see in a single lifetime? How many roses can he smell, how 
many elegies can he hear, how many mountains can he climb, how many faces can 
he touch? The multiverse beckons with too many 
Singers — a bittersweet agony, No mortal being can 
a “4 Re D U T ] ED) N ever truly know a fraction of its immeasurable trea- 
sures. But we in the Society of Sensation have 
sworn our lives to the attempt. And we desire to fill others with as much as their 
trembling forms might hold. 

We collect memories here at the Civic Festhall. We buy them from the citizens 
of Sigil, from the peoples of a hundred strange worlds, from the endless stream of 
planewalkers who pass through our city between exploits. We store them in en- 
chanted recorder stones, so that we — and any who desire — may know experiences 

the like of which were never dreamt possible. 

I work in our Festhall’s sensoriums, guiding the curious 
to the sensations they seek, to one of the millions of 
recorders that hold the accumulated experi- 
ences of the planes. The 
semiprecious stones are 
not unlike mimirs. But 
whereas those magical 
skulls merely store and dis- 
gorge factual knowledge, a person 
who holds a recorder feels his body swell 
with the full sensation of an experience, the full composure of a memory, as if 
hurled into the reality that swirls within the stone. With a recorder, you can feel the 
stinging gales of Carceri flay the skin from your face, feel yourself drown blithely in 
the silver sea at the base of Mount Celestia — and revel in the secret sins of all those 

who have traded their memories for gold. 

That is my greatest pleasure. Every moment I have to spare is spent in the sen- 
soriums, absorbing the lifetimes of humans, ticflings, devas, fiends — anyone and 
anything that has ever imparted a piece of themselves to a recorder. I cannot count 
the number of times I have come back, and still the memories lie sleeping in stones 
so plentiful that I weep at the thought of being unable to try them all. I would 
apes smuggle them out in their boxes if I could, ferret them away in my empty home, 
THE SECRE+S there to sample them at my leisure. But the enchantments fade if taken from the 
of AN®+HER ARE +e Festhall, the memories fleeing the recorders like doves from an opened cage. 


SWEE+FES+ FRUI+ oF ALL. Thus, the sensoriums have become my world, my all, a silent museum 
whose forgotten live again in me. I scrape the moss from their white marble 

— A SENSATE busts, exposing their triumphs and sorrows, their pride and shame. | feast on that 
IN +HE which they would keep hidden, partaking of their secrets as if they were laid bare 

CIVIC FES+HALL on the illicit pages of stolen diaries. It is far more intoxicating than the diamond 


meads of Arborea, and infinitely more fulfilling. There is always another monument 
to be uncovered, another memory to be ingested, and each is as sweet as the last. 

Here in the womb of the Festhall, I lead a thousand lives except my own. The 
fantastic city beyond these walls holds many riches indeed, but its sensations are 
laced with peril, and the denizens of the so-called Cage are too eager to bestow 
upon others the final experience. But here I delight in their secrets, too, and I need 
reveal nothing of myself, need not put myself at risk. | choose which spirits to un- 
leash from the recorders. I decide which shall live for a precious few moments in my 
mind, and which shall remain buried in another small box in a mountain of boxes. 

Perhaps one day I, too, will sell my memories, my experiences, to the Festhall. 
Perhaps one day others will come to a sensorium, take up my recorder stone, and 
know what it is to be me. Perhaps one day another will know more of me than he 
does of himself, as I do of those now contained in these stones. 

For now, though, I am content to remain in my lurid museum, the curator of 
this house of secrets, a sponge in a sea of faces, 
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+ WHA+’S IN THIS BOOK + 


Uncaged: Faces of Sigil presents 41 nonplayer characters 
and groups suitable for encounters and intrigues in Sigil, the 
wondrous City of Doors. It’s meant to be read and used by 
Dungeon Masters (DMs), not players. If you plan on playing 
a character who might run into one of the folks in this book, 
don't read any further — why ruin the surprises in store for 
your hero? 

Each nonplayer character (NPC) in this book is fully de- 
veloped and ready to be introduced into a PLANESCAPE™ cam- 
paign, or any other AD&D® campaign in which the player 
characters journey to Sigil or the planes. (See “Using the 
NPCs,” below, for tips on how to work the characters into a 
game.) The NPCs are presented alphabetically on pages 8 
through 121, 

The Appendix provides a quick look at 15 addi- 
tional NPCs, giving DMs even more possibilities for their 
PLANESCAPE adventures. It also contains a two-page review 
that sums up the major storylines woven throughout the 
book and shows how the main characters fit into those di- 
verse plots. 

Finally, the Index gives references for the important 
people, places, and items mentioned in the NPC entries and 
the Appendix. 


+ READING +HE EN+RIES 


Each entry in this volume includes the same basic informa- 
tion about a character: personal history, physical appear- 
ance, goals, personality, occupation or activities, favorite 
hangouts in Sigil, and potential connections or utility to 
the player characters, But you won't find these topics set 
apart and labeled within the body of the text. Each entry is 
meant to be read as a narrative — one that tells you every- 
thing you need to know about a character without reducing 
him, her, or it to a list of facts. Many of the entries are writ- 
ten from the featured character's own point of view, while 
others present interviews, letters from one person to an- 
other, and so on. 

Of course, while this approach makes for entertaining 
reading, it can be tricky to pull out needed facts during 
game play. That's why each entry also contains the Quick 
Chant, a separate column of bare-bones information. In 
each NPC's Quick Chant, you'll find: 

* complete game statistics, including notes on special 

attacks and defenses; 

* the source in which the character's race (if unusual) 

is described; 

* a few words that define the NPC’s personality; 


* special equipment carried (the DM can equip each 
NPC with any standard items desired); 

* class, faction, granted abilities, and restrictions (if 

they apply); 

spells and spell-like powers (if any); 

the NPC's usual location in Sigil; 

tips on role-playing the NPC effectively; 

tips on how the NPC might act in combat; 

references to other characters in Uncaged tied to the 

NPC's history or goals. 


+++ oe 


A note on the Quick Chant: Not every character ability 
or power noted is available at all times. For example, several 
characters have access to gate or teleport powers — but in 
the Cage, virtually the only way in or out is through the 
portals that the Lady of Pain opens and closes at her whim, 
Therefore, Verden (pg. 108) can't use her cubic gate to escape 
attackers, and Shemeshka the Marauder (pg. 96) can't call in 
yugoloth enforcers to defend her — but then again, these 
bloods probably don't need the help. 


* THE TIES THA+ BIND # 


None of the NPCs in Uncaged are stand-alone characters. 
Each is connected in some way to one or more other NPCs in 
the book (and even to some of the quick-sketch characters 
in the Appendix). Of course, you don’t need to make use of 
a character's friends and enemies every time you decide to 
work that NPC into a playing session, but the connections 
help enrich each entry and give players the sense that Sigil 
is a living, breathing place. 

Some of the ties are light. For example, “Sly” Nye (pg. 
72), the tiefling legal advocate, occasionally argues a case 
before Judge Gabberslug (pg. 38), a bloated fiend. The two 
characters figure into each other's entries, but only in a pe- 
ripheral manner. 

Other ties run much deeper, and the characters cross 
paths in more significant ways. Parakk (pg. 76), a githzerai 
who bills himself as a trapper of cranium rats, is in reality a 
servant of the entity called the Us (pg. 106) — a hidden pack 
of rats growing in number and intelligence. 

Sometimes, an NPC is important enough to be linked 
with many other characters, Relationships crisscross 
throughout the book, forming intricate webs of duplicity, 
friendship, and enmity. To get the big picture — to under- 
stand all the ramifications of such a “well-connected” char- 
acter’s actions — you might have to read a number of other 
entries. 


SP@®++ING +HE LINKS 


The See atso section of an NPC's Quick Chant refers you to 
all other relevant characters. But when you come across 
names that pop up in the middle of an NPC's entry, remem- 
ber these guidelines: 
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+ If the individual's name is followed by character in- 
formation enclosed in parentheses — such as (PI/ 
dhuman/F4/Free League/CN) — it means that's the 
only definition that character has. In other words, 
he's just a bit player (or a major character who's de- 
scribed more fully in another book) and doesn't have 
his own entry in Uncaged. 

+ If the individual's name is not followed by parenthet- 
ical information, it means that he’s a major character, 
fully defined in his own entry elsewhere in the book. 


+ USING +HE NPCs # 


Some of the characters in Uncaged might serve best as a sin- 
gle encounter, perhaps to enliven a party's trek through Sigil 
or as a quick diversion from the main action. For example, 
the deva called Unity-of-Rings (pg. 104) flies around the 
Cage performing random acts of charity and goodwill, and 
the Bleaknik artists Morvun and Phineas (pg. 68) often play 
their depressing musical verse at inappropriate places 
around town, 

A number of folks in this book own shops likely to be 
frequented by adventurers, The frenetic Kesto Brighteyes 
(pg. 16) runs the Parted Veil, a bookshop of knowledge (and 
propaganda) open to all. Travelers seeking gate keys should 
check out the selection at Tivvum's Antiqu' 
crammed with goods and managed by an old tiefling named 
Alluvius Ruskin (pg. 86). And the fickle dust mephit known 
as Seamusxanthuszenus (pg. 92) sells valuable animal parts 
from his shop deep underground, Dungeon Masters can let 
player characters discover these and other spots as the need 
arises, or can fix them as established locales well before a 
party stops by for a visit. 

Many characters in Uncaged offer more intangible ser- 
vices, like Kylie (pg. 56), the tiefling tout who ferries mes- 
sages and sells information, or Wooly Cupgrass (pg. 22), a 
bariaur Sensate who'll identify an unknown potion by tast- 
ing it. Word of mouth spreads quickly in Sigil, and player 
characters will probably hear of such services before they're 
likely to need them. 


CAPI+AL IN+RIGUES 


Uncaged features plenty of NPCs who figure prominently 
into major storylines — plots that can eventually draw the 
player characters into their clutches. Some of these story- 
lines include: 

+ Fachos conructs. The Sign of the One and the Athar 
seem to be heading for a clash, given that the first 
faction wants to resurrect a dead god and the other 
wants to stop them. Even worse, the corpse in ques- 
tion is Aoskar, the self-appointed “god of portals” 
who was cast into the Astral Plane by the Lady of 
Pain herself. (The Athar's own Shattered Temple used 
to be dedicated to Aoskar's worship.) 


+ Minp ravine. A shadow fiend — fronted by an aasi- 
mar, a shining child of noble heritage — prowls the 
crannies of Sigil, looking to capture minds in its dark 
gems. It’s all part of a wild mage’s scheme to find a 
trapped spirit strong enough to win her control of 
the city. 

* Jur Booop War. The eternal battle between baatezu 
and tanar'ri has spilled out of the Lower Planes for 
the last time — at least, if a secret cabal of rogue ce- 
lestials has anything to say about it. Of course, the 
fact that their plan involves arming the fiends might 
give folks in Sigil cause for concern, 


For an overall view of the NPCs mired in these and 
other plot threads — as well as the shopkeeps, service 
providers, and bigwigs featured in Uncaged — please refer to 
pages 125 and 126 of the Appendix. 


+ @+HER REFERENCES 


To play the role of the NPCs in Uncaged, a DM must have 
the two basic ADED rule books: the Player's Handbook and 
the Dunaeon Master® Guide (DMG). These books describe 
most of the equipment, spells, and magical items mentioned 
in these pages. The PLANESCAPE Campaign Setting boxed set 
is also required; it explains how to run campaigns and ad- 
ventures on the planes and introduces the city of Sigil. 

‘The rest of the products named in this section are op- 
tional, but they'll go a long way toward giving you the most 
fun and use out of Uncaged. 

First of all, some of the NPCs have mastered spells from 
the Tome of Magic or possess items described in the volumes of 
the EncyciopepiA Maaica™. If you don't own these books, feel 
free to substitute spells and magical items from other sources, 

Many of the NPCs in Uncaged aren't human or even 
humanoid; instead, they represent races including aasimon, 
fensir, tanar'ri, and yugoloth. If you'd like more complete 
explanations of their racial histories, ecologies, and the like, 
please refer to the Monsrrous MANUAL", the PLANESCAPE 
Monstrous Compenpium® Appendix (PS MC), the PLANESCAPE 
Monstrous Compenpium Appendix II (PS MCII), and the © 
Monstrous Supplement (MS) booklets in the PLANESCAPE 
Campaign Setting, Planes of Chaos, Planes of Conflict, and 
Planes of Law boxed sets as noted in the individual entries, 

Other accessories in the PLANESCAPE line provide more 
details on a number of references made in Uncaged. In the 
Cage: A Guide to Sigil lays out the city, ward by ward; The 
Factol's Manifesto looks at the secrets of the planar factions; 
and Well of Worlds gives numerous short adventures and 
new magical items. Many of the NPCs developed in Uncaged 
were first mentioned in these other products, 

Finally, a few of the characters in Uncaged appear in 
the PLANescare adventures Harbinger House and Something 
Wild, and four of the NPCs in this book were first introduced 
in Dracon® Magazine issue 213. 
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When it comes to the dichotomy known as A’kin the arcana- 
loth, most bashers in the Cage point to the name of his suc- 
cessful magical-trinket shop to sum up his dual nature — The 
Friendly Fiend. A fine marketing ploy by pitchman Harys 
Hatchis, or just the plain truth? One thing's for sure: A’kin's 
got to be the best-natured yugoloth this side of — well, any- 
place. ‘Course, plenty of folks find it hard to swallow. Even 
after years of presenting himself simply and sincerely, A’kin 
still brings out more suspicion than a thief in church. 

The only thing outwardly fiendish about A’kin is his ap 
pearance. Like most arcanaloths, he resembles a tall, broad- 


shouldered human with a furry body, clawed hands, and the 
head of a fanged jackal. A wide, black stripe of fur partially 
encircles his golden eyes like a bandit's mask, starting atthe 
outside corner of one eye, swooping, 


down across his 
white 


snout, and reaching the outside corner of the other, He wears 
a robe speckled with teal, gold, and black; it neatly hides 
most of his clean, sandy brown fur. Though the arcanaloth 
greets customers with a grin, his prominent, sharp fangs 
have made many a visitor hesitate in the doorway of his 
Lower Ward shop. A’kin playfully admonishes the peery in 
Come in, come in! I won't bite. 
Once in the tall, one-room shop, a berk’s just as likely 


his low, raspy voic 


to be given something as he is to buy it. A customer who 
comments on some ornament dangling from A’kin's thick 
wrist or multiply pierced ears just might find it pressed into 
his hand by the smiling yugoloth 

Hundreds of bins line the shop's walls, each filled with 
small magical trinkets, toys, and gadgets — hypnotic tops, 
enchanted dice, and the like. When A’kin sees a browser 
about to walk out Without making a purchase, he reaches 


_ into the neartst bifewith his big, clawed hand and runs to 


the door, holding @finy trinket up to the sod's face. “It's 
yours, friend,” he says. “Free of charge.” No shoppers 
ever refuse these gifts (most are afraid to). 
Many feel such fear is misplaced, as A’kin 
seems as gracious and big-hearted as a deva. 
Even when it comes to the shop's prici 
magical long swords, 
special suits of armor, and the like, 
all displayed behind glass in the cen- 
ter of the room — A’kin 
is a no-pressure 
salesman, Fact is, he 


est items 


often distracts cus 
tomers with his pleas 
ant chatter about a 
fresh new shipment 
of Elysian tea or a 
dabus construction pro 
ject on the street outside. 
Sometimes A’kin 
surprises a customer 
by asking about her 
y family members by 


ame or inquiring 
about some trip or en- 
deavor she’s recently 
undertaken. The yugoloth 
always assures the cus- 
tomer that the two of them 
have discussed the subject 
before — how else could he 
know of such matters? ‘Cours 
lot of folks just think the fiend 
knows more than he should or 
has a way of extracting the dark 
of things before the “extractee” is 


even aware of it. 
As much as he shows interest 
in his clientele, A’kin's quite shy of 


berks asking about him. “I'm merely a humble shop- 
keep,” he says, bowing. Not a sage in town can place the 


day A’kin first set foot in the Cage, but the fiend built up his 
business in a hurry and took pains to fit in. And when 
asked direct questions about himself or his past, A’kin 
gives only vague answers — “As like as not,” he says, or 
“It's as certain as the Spire,” or even the achingly polite 


but painfully empty “Thank you for asking.” The fiend 
leaves it to others to pen his biography. 
And they do spread his story, by word of mouth. 


Some say A’kin's as two-sided as the next arcanaloth, 
hardly a friendly neighbor. No, they think he's been sent to 
Sigil to pick up chant that might be useful in the Blood 
"us~ 
tomers — a body never knows when a seemingly petty bit 


War. That's why he pries so sodding much with all his 


of chant later might turn out to be quite valuable, 
Whether the arcanaloth is the eyes and ears of the Dark 
Eight or under the thumb of a balor general, though, is 
up for debate. In the end, most of his detractors feel A’kin 


sells information to the highest bidder, answering to one 


berk and one berk only — himself. 


Other bashers see no reason why an arcanaloth'd will- 
ingly and permanently leave Gehenna, since arcanaloths 


draw their power from that infernal plane. These folks say 
A’kin’s an exile. Driven from his fiendish brethren, he had 
to make a new life in the Cage — and change his ways to 
turn aside the hateful stares usually cast at his kind. 
"Course, 
ally good) to be judged unfit for fiendish company. To this 
day, or so the story goes, A’kin lives in fear that the myste- 


rious General of Gehenna will send a nycaloth assassin to 
make him pay the music. (If so, A’kin’s done a poor job of 


hiding out — he's known to every sod in the Lower Ward.) 
Finally, there are those who swear the fiend is just 
plain barmy. They say that when he locks up the shop at 
night, he heads upstairs to his windowless quarters and 
screams, jumps, and throws himself against the walls. It’s a 


way to let loose all the rage and evil he’s suppressed all day 


long. The fear is that A’kin’s going to snap one day in a 


shop full of customers, shredding them with his poisonous 


claws or burning them with his ability to produce flame. 
Maybe he leaves the Cage each night via a lower- 


he must've done something really horrible (or re- 


“advanced illusion (/day), alter self, animate dead, 
= calise disease (reverse of cure disease), charm person; 
> continual darkness, control temperature CL qdo- foot _ra~ 


-A‘kin 
»(PI/¢ arcanaloth/HD 12+24/NE) 


~ AC -8; MV 12, FI 18 (B); hp 92; THACO 7; #AT 3; Dmg 


1a4/144/2d6 (claw/claw/bite); SA spells, poison; SD +3 


por better weapons tovhit, can't be surprised on Lower 


Planes, immunities; SW cold; MR 60%; SZ M (6 feet 


~ tall); ML. champion (16); pet SUEr ss genius AD xP. 


20,000. = 
Source: PS'MG: = .3 = 
Notes: SA—has spells as a 12th-level mage see 


lative, permanent =| penalty on foe's attack roll unless 


~ negated by bless, neutralize poison, or slow-potson = 
SD-immune to mind-affecting spells, no damage 


from acid, fire, iron weapons, or poison;-half damage 

from gas; 19 Intelligence grants immunity to Istelevel 

lusions: ~ 

- SW-double damage from cold 

“Akin can read and write all known languages. 
Prrsonaut: evasive, friendly, gracious 
‘SPECIAL EQUIPMENT. Cube-of force, ring of spell turning. 

SPELLS (4/4/4/4/4/)); DMs should feel free-to give 


A’kin any Ist--through 6th-level mage spells desired. _ 
-. He eschews destructive magic in favor of evasive, con~.~ 


fusing spells. His favorite spells include avoidance, 
confusion, forget, eas, nondetection, and protection 


= from good. = 


‘SPELL-LIKE*ABILITIES: ‘/roundzat will, unless noted): 


© dius), fear Ci7day, fly Canlimited duration 


loth; 40% chance 0 success); heat metal. improved 


phantasmal force, invisibility, magic missile, produce 


“flame, shape change (any humanoid ory re gineds 


Lower Ward. 


"Spells," below); poisofious claw attacks inflict Camu 


ROwE-PLAYING: Eager te AS and chat with each 
eustomer, ready with a grin nda wink, “A'kin 18. 


planar portal in his quarters. Or his years of false smiles 
and forced niceties might just be groundwork for the 
grandest deceit imaginable. Some folks wish he'd have 
public fits like another well-known arcanaloth, Shemeshka 
the Marauder — at least that way, a berk'd know where he 
stood with the fiend. That uncertainty is what makes A’kin 
so dangerous. 

‘Course, that uncertainty might also be the fiend’s 
sharp mind at work. In any case, A’kin’s quite adept at 
his role — and he's having fun with it, too. He dispels no 
rumors, answers no questions, and seems disinterested 
with his own life but fascinated by everyone else's. 
Which, naturally, makes him all the more interesting. 
And it sure doesn't hurt business, either. 


use his spells — charm ‘person, continual ‘darkness, fe 

~ invisibility, and so on.— to fend off attackers, If force 
Ehe'll-use-his poisoned claws self-defense; as a last 
“resort, he'll teleport away- rom the scene, 2 


The minstrels of Sigil weave glamorous tales of the brave 
couriers who walk its streets, carrying messages of love, 
commerce, and betrayal. These songs spark the minds of the 
children of the city, who play at the role — delivering coded 
messages, dodging ambushes, and bursting into their secret 
headquarters in the nick of time. 

This tale is not one told by bards, for it is true. 

There once was a courier named Autochon, a charming 
and handsome man who put other runners to shame, so dili- 
gent and fleet of foot was he. Ere long all in The Lady's 
Ward asked that only Autochon deliver their messages; the 
ambitious young man saw this as a portent that he should 
found his own courier service in the ward. This he did, and 
quickly it became known as one of the finest. Rich lords re- 
lied on the talkative man’s “silent couriers” — runners carry- 
ing batons enchanted with magic mouths that gave their 
messages only to the proper recipient — and mages en- 
trusted their mystical packages only to Autochon’s couriers, 
magically bound as they were to their goods. 

“I shall — | must — have the foremost courier service in 
Sigil," Autochon said, and he very nearly did — but for the 
growing attacks on his workers that robbed him of mes- 
sages, customers, and ofttimes the couriers themselves. 

When none could guarantee Autochon the protection 
he needed, all looked lost. That is, until the arcanaloth She- 
meshka the Marauder made her presence 
known. She suggested that Autochon 

meet with Noxana 

the Unwilling (PI/2 
tiefling/C6/Free 
League/CE) at the dread 
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Temple of the Abyss. A place of last resort it was, but 
contracts with the fiends of the temple were always hon- 
ored. (Noxana the Unwilling is responsible for such con- 
tracts.) In the shadow of the temple's bell tower, Autochon 
met with Noxana. 

And what a meeting it was. Noxana was drawn to the 
man's elegant face — his dark brown skin, his light green 
eyes, the brilliant ink of the dragon tattooed on his high 
cheekbone, As she traced with her finger this faction symbol 
of the Free League, Autochon brushed her unruly raven hair 
off her face and found a similar golden symbol dangling 
from her earlobe. 

For a moment they said naught, then flew into negotia- 
tions, their excited words sparking off each other. Autochon 
began each sentence with “I must have,” but Noxana the Un- 
willing was just as demanding in turn, Eventually, the contract 
— promising fiendish protection in exchange for free courier 
service — was signed, in blood. But the two continued to meet 
in shadows. For Autochon, Noxana was not so unwilling. 

Unfortunately for the pair, a spy ferried word of their 
trysts to the temple's high priest, Noshteroth of the Umber 
Scales (PI/¢ tiefling/C10,112/Bleak Cabal/CE). Enraged, 
Noshteroth impaled the spy on the temple's bladed facade, 
there to hang and die as ravens slowly ate his flesh. Whether 
Noxana was the cherished daughter or secret lover of the 
high priest was uncertain, but Noshteroth swore that Auto- 
chon would pay for his dalliance. He condemned the human 
to the fate suffered by all those who betray the temple — 
forevermore, no matter how long or how far he might flee, 


Autochon would hear the endless, maddening peals of the 
tower's Bells of Baphomet. 

Autochon tried in vain but could not drive the noise 
from his head, not with distance, not with magic, not with 
cloth stuffed into his ears. His comrades heard nothing, but 


the bells kept Autochon from sleep and brought 
him to the edge of insanity within three days, And 
when he barely survived an attack by the dissonant 
Demon of the Bells, Autochon stumbled to the house of 
repute known as Fortune's Wheel, there to find She- 
meshka the 
“Please, good lady,” cried the warrior, crumpling to 

the floor with his hands against his ears, “I must have 
your aid!” Shemeshka observed him carefully, 
then nodded and pointed to her empty palm. 
Autochon desperately ripped a sack of coins 
from his belt, but she laughed and turned 
away — he would owe her much more, With 
a wave of her hand, Shemeshka’s groomer- 


Marauder, 


guards strode forward, bearing a fine, 
full suit of dull gray armor — special 
plate mail from the Gray Waste. 

They dressed the sobbing man in 
the tight metal and slid the heavy helmet 
over his head; Shemeshka herself stepped 

forward to snap shut the visor. And as she 
did so, the ringing din in Autochon's head 
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quieted to the level of bells tolling in the distance — 
the sound he would hear for the rest of his life, a life 
to be spent forever in armor. 

Autochon took a first, awkward step in his new 
shell. And the armor made a peculiar sound. For to 
shield him from the temple's bells and its shimmering 


demon, the magical armor absorbed the fiendish sounds. 


But the flat gray mail could not contain it all. Instead 
of clanking as its new master moved, the armor jingled. 
The tavern fell completely silent, all eyes turning to- 
ward the delicate, tinkling sound. Thus did Autochon 
receive his title, known ever after as the Bellringer. 

From that day forward, Autochon wore the full 
suit of armor at all hours, despite blistering heat or 
draining fatigue. Over time, his once tall and straight 
form bent crookedly under the weight of the metal. 
Many in Sigil thought he wore the armor to hide 
some monstrous disfigurement. They often gasped 
when Autochon lifted his visor for a quick bite of 
bread or breath of fresh air, revealing a striking, hand- 
some face. In moments, he would wince at the increas- 
ing volume of the bells, and slam shut the visor. 

Thus did Autochon’s once-common chats with his 
customers become infrequent whispers, his smiles as 
rare as precious stones. Often he said nothing at all, but 
could be heard cursing himself beneath his gray helmet. 
The tenacious man who once began every sentence with 
“I must have” was reduced to the simple, plaintive plea: 
“I must have silence,” He grew intolerant and quick of 
temper, particularly of the couriers who enjoyed protec- 
tion at his expense. Autochon began to treat them with 


bitterness, cutting out the tongues of those who refused to 


pay him a fee for the right to carry messages. This, of 
course, made it more quiet for the man — and puta 
gruesome twist on the notion of silent couriers. 

Only one courier has ever refused to make such 
payment and kept her tongue: a woman-child named 
Kylie, who quit in the middle of a delivery, stole the 
message, and left Autochon with a me: nraged, he 


meant to kill her, but Shemeshka the Marauder stepped 


in to stay his hand, insisting that he secretly protect 
Kylie instead, Autochon wondered if the arcanaloth 
had not planned this ending from the start. 

And what of Autochon the Bellringer? Alone, tor- 


tured, he devotes each hour to the betterment of his ser- 


vice. He must succeed, must justify the temple’s hideous 
contract with plentiful profits — much of which goes to 
Shemeshka as compensation for the armor. Autochon 
keeps to the silent halls of the Palace of the Jester, a 
little-used gathering ground for the rich and powerful 
of the ward, from which he manages his couriers. He 
prefers to keep his mind occupied (the less to hear the 


distant bells), and so himself deals with those who come 


to hire messengers. If luck holds, a customer may catch 
a legendary glimpse of his face when he lifts his visor, 
offering a brief look at the man who once was. 


Quick Chant _ 


‘Antochont the Beilringer 
(Pl/é human/Fl2/Ffree League/NE) 


AC 1 (full plate armor); MV 12; hp 88; THACO 9:(6 w/ 


: = scimitar), *AT 5/2; Dmg 1d8+4/1d8+4 (scimitar, Str); SA 


scimitar, Strength bonus; SD armor; SW confined to 
armor, fingling, faction peices S SZ M (6 feet tall); 
ML steady (12); XP.2 0005 s 
Notes: SA—scimitarsof speed +3 grants Autochon 
the first attack in each melee round and gives him. 
one bonus attack per round, increasing his *AT 
from 3/2 to 5/2 wo attacks in the first rowha and 
three in the second); Strengthvof 16 grants Autochon 


~+1 to all damage rolls. 


$D—Gray Waste plate seOteate him from the Bell’: 
of Baphomet at the Temple of the. Abyss and from the 
temple's Demon of the Bells. =~ Mee: 

SW-—when not in his plate armor (including hel- 


ae and closed visor), Autochon is tormented by.the 


li oF Baphomet. On the first day without the 
armor, the bells impose a 4 penalty to his THACO; 
the second day, —8; the third and each succeeding 


day, ~1. The armor jingles with each movement; 


while suited, he cannot surprise foes. The weight of _ 
the armor imposes a cumulative —! penalty. to his” 
THACO on each round of melee after the Sth. Alsoyas 
an Indep, Autochon as no representative in any of 
ficial city business, and therefore has few protected 
rights. 

$16, D:10, C16, 14, ‘W10,Ch 8. 

Prgsonaury: bitter, driven, professional. 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: Gray, Wastes full apne a? 
scimitar of speed3 

.SFACTION ABILITIES: Gains +2 to saves va. erni to 

control his mifid;.gets 20% discount on items pur- 
chased in Sigil's'Great Bazaar, connected to Indep 
underground network of information, _ 

Location: Palace of the Jesterain The Lady's*Ward, 
where he meets with clients looking to hire-a courier, 

RoLe-PLayinc: Autochon hates noise arid always’ " 
whispers: he tries toignore his jingling armor and 
any comments on it made by others. Because he's 
driven to succeed, he uses the hard sell on folks who 
come to hire a courier, even if it doesn't seem neces~ 


_ sary. However, he treats all customers with respect, 

~~. Comsat: Autochon is easily provoked and comes 
*on strong immediately — he knows his skills will 
~~ drop (due to the weight of the armor) if a battle 


lasts more than 5 rounds. If attacked in-public, 1d4 
couriers (2nd-level thieves with daggets) come to 
his aid within 144 rounds _ 

Ste Also: Black Marian (pg-12), larmid (pa. 46), 
Kylie (pg. 56), and Shueinephia the Marauder (po 96). 


BLACK MARIAN 


First, a body hears the 
music: Soft, dulcet 
tones slink and drift 
through The Lady's Ward, 
tugging at each berk’s ears, 
whispering for him to come closer. Beneath the music, a 
sweet soprano sings haunting ballads in perfect key. Step 
farther into the ward, and the flutelike voice and hypnotic 
music grow louder, clearer, as the ethereal trail pulls the cu- 
rious to its source: the Singing Fountain. 

Sprawling grandly between the City Court, the Palace 
of the Jester, and the Twelve Factols tavern, the fountain’s a 
marvel. Above a circular stone pool fully 100 feet across, 
dozens of tilting metal basins rise high into the sky, each 
catching the falling waters from the basin above. The basins 
ring with unique musical pitches, delicate mixtures of vio- 
lins and voices; in full bloom, it’s as soothing as a celestial 
choir. But no matter how much the peals resonate in a 
body's bones, it's the priestess Black Marian 
who draws him in with her songs. 
And it's only Black Marian who 
sees — or, more correctly, 
hears — the future of those 
who drink from the pool. 
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can remember a time when 
Black Marian 

wasn't the keeper of 
the Singing Foun- 
tain (course, some 
may know but choose 
not to tell), But the 
slender priestess of Bragi 
looks to be a shade under 30 
years old, with dewy milk-white skin that 
glistens with the reflected ripples of the pool. (A 

few leatherheads think the fountain's water must be an elixir 
of youth, but such a claim’s never been proven.) Graceful 
and lithe, the priestess glides about as freely as a will-o- 
wisp in an airy white cloak. Fine flaxen hair flows like a 
hood of cornsilk down to the middle of her back. Fact is, 
only her large eyes — with both iris and pupil the same cold, 
dark shade of ebony — lend truth to her name, 

Whenever the pale gray-green feathers of Sigil’s pi- 
geons clog the fountain’s pool — souring its perfect melodies 
with dissonant, plaintive chords — Marian collects and dries 
the feathers. On occasion, she hands one or two to sods 
who've come to hear the music; they're greatly honored by 
the gift. ‘Course, she generally pins the feathers to her cloak 
and wears them in her hair. In hot weather, when pigeons 
flock around the fountain for days at a time, Marian’s so 
covered with discarded feathers that she looks more like a 
swanmay than a human. 

Some say Black Marian is more than human. Her 
singing voice'd enchant even a siren; the hunter Adamok 
Ebon likens it to the hypnotic sounds of the balaena or the 


MARIAN’S 
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SILVER LADLE 


songsharks that swim the River Oceanus. 
As Marian — a worshiper of the god of song — 
tends to the fountain, she sways about like a cloud and 
sings gorgeous, compelling ballads in delicate harmony with 
the music of the basins. From time to time, she 
augments her “performance” with a variant of the enthrall 
spell, which guarantees a rapt audience for the duration of 
her song. Even without the spell, the alluring tapestry of 
sounds draws crowds by the dozens each day. 

The priestess considers herself a public entertainer; she 
depends on the audience for her living. For a price, she 
divines the future of anyone who drinks from the pool's 
water (if a customer balks at floating feathers, she offers to 
cast purify food and drink first). She keeps a silver ladle 
tied to a belt under her cloak; when a customer steps for- 
ward, he takes the ladle, dips it in the pool, and drinks the 
cupful down. 

When next he opens his mouth to speak, instead of 

words, wondrous music — much like that heard 

from the Singing Fountain — i 

forth. Newcomers in the crowd u: 

ally gasp at this point, but Marian 

bids them be silent with a wave of 

her hand. After a few moments spent 

listening, Marian hears the customer's fu- 

ture in the music and whispers it into his 

ear. A “donation” of 5 silver pieces buys 

the berk knowledge of the next day, 25 

buys the next week, and 50 buys 
the next month. 

How’s it work? With a cool 

air of mystery, Marian just 
smiles at such questions, 
“The knowledge belongs to 
Bragi,” she offers, in soft-spoken 
tones. “He merely shares it with me.” ‘Course, not all 
locals are convinced; some think that Marian's an incarna- 
tion of the Norns, Norse powers who dwell in the Outlands. 
The same folk assert that the Singing Fountain's somehow 
linked to the Norns’ Well of Urd — perhaps by a portal at 
the bottom of the pool (though no one’s come forth with a 
gate key). Those who hold to this belief never cross Marian, 
afraid that the Fates may punish them if they do. And they 
never drink from the fountain, aware of cautionary tales 
that sods who look into the Well of Urd come to regret 
doing so. 

But not everyone considers this luminescent, whisper- 
thin woman a threat. Every crowd boasts a few berks eager 
to buy the future with coins. Plenty of folks — especially 
those facing trial in the City Court nearby — do it just for 
luck. Fact is, “singing with the fountain” has become some- 
thing of a ritual for many travelers passing through The 
Lady's Ward, especially when they need a bit of good for- 
tune. Marian’s gentle, understated approach guarantees her 
a booming business; when she smiles, every berk in the 
crowd's sure it's meant for him. 


ues 
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Sometimes, 
one of Marian's smiles 
or songs is meant for a 
particular cutter. Spies and 
operatives in the Cage often 
use Marian to pass secrets back and 
forth, hiring her to weave messages into 
her ballads. Now and then she'll even 
pass a few words for an adventurer who 
doesn't trust his message to a common courier, And the 
celestials who covertly deal arms in the Blood War — 
Koe, Tripicus, and Cirily — rely on the priestess 
to pass codes to clients, suppliers, and 
each other. (It’s from them that Marian 
picked up her mace of disruption; 
they figured it'd help 
against any fiends who took 
issue with a delivery or 
payment.) Marian asks for 
little in return, pleased 
that imparting knowl- 
edge through song is a 
form of devotion to 
Bragi. ‘Course, Marian 
doesn't take on jobs for 
evil berks, using know 
alignment if need be to 
screen potential 
employers. 

Most sods in a 

crowd wouldn't pick up 
on Marian’s communica- 
tions even if they knew 
enough to try. The 
priestess buries them 
under so many layers 
of metaphor and im- 
agery that sometimes even 
the intended recipients fail to catch the dark. 
Though she doesn't set out to confuse the listeners, their 
bafflement always brings a sly smile to her lips, (After all, if 
a sod’s too dim to comprehend the message, it’s not her re- 
sponsibility to enlighten him.) 

With the jink she collects from fortunetelling, Marian 
buys herself a meal and a small room each evening at one of 
a number of inns near the fountain. Lately, her kip of choice 
is the Dusty Wig, a spit-shined boarding house for judges 
and advocates who need to hole up close by the City Court 
for morning duty. Fact is, the inn's owner, Bialla (PI/? half- 
elf/0-level/Believers of the Source/LN), always holds a room 
for her faction comrade, whether Marian actually 
shows up or not. 

No matter where she stays, each 
morning the priestess takes whatever 
jink's left over to the Hive, where she 
gives it to the poor or to Bleaknik song- 
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smiths struggling to find their muses. She usually drops a 
few dozen coins into the hat of the musical fensir twins, 
Morvun and Phineas. Morvun's sure that Marian is help- 
lessly enamored of his wrenching verse, but it’s his brother's 
mournful accompaniment on howler skull and mephit drum 
that really grabs the seer's attention. 

Once she’s emptied her pockets, Marian returns to the 
Singing Fountain in The Lady’s Ward. There, she starts to 
clean the night's feathers and other refuse from the waters, 
preparing to d. in new crowds. 

The priestess has more or less good relations with 

her business neighbors, except for one 
particularly irksome basher — Auto- 
chon the Bellringer. At first, 
when Marian heard he'd slung 
a few choice insults her way, 
she figured the berk was 
just annoyed with her (as 
he is with everybody) for 
making more noise, 
Autochon’s already got 

to contend with having 
become a walking jin- 

gle bell himself — 

thanks to the armor 

given him by 

Shemeshka the 

Marauder — not to 
mention the distant 

but endless tolling of 
bells from the Temple 

of the Ab; 
‘Course, that’s dark 

to most folks in the 
ward; they just know that 

Autochon's got a perpetual 

headache and likes things kept 
quiet. But the real reason for his 
bile ain't the fact that Marian sings — 
it's what she sings. When she passes secret chant through a 
song, Autochon sees it as just an oh-so-clever way of horn- 
ing in on his courier service. After all, he's got the best 
messengers in the city — just ask Autochon. What's more, 
since Marian’s not worried about earning jink or losing her 
business, she can’t be bankrupted, like so many of Auto- 
chon’s competitors were (one way or another), 

Marian's aware of the Bellringer’s frustration with her; 
she’s pretty sure that he (or one of his bashers) is responsi- 
ble for a few odd problems that've plagued her 
of late. For example, she recently 

returned from a 


night's sleep at the Dusty Wig to find the Singing 
Fountain completely clogged with feathers. Only a 


muffled, tinny sound issued from its choked basins. 


Such a whopping accumulation of feathers overnight 
was enough to make anyone peery. But the fact that 
many weren't from pigeons at all, but a variety of 
exotic birds — wastrels, simpathetics, and others never 
seen in Sigil before or since — let her know that foul 

play was the cause. 

‘Course, this stuffing of the fountain didn’t stop 
Marian for long. Most every sod in The Lady's Ward no- 
ticed that the daily music had dried up, and half of them 
beat a path to the fountain to see what had happened. 
Regulars from her crowds pitched in to clean the basins, 
as did owners of nearby shops and kips (the fountain’s 
music is great for business), When the job was done, 
most said neither the fountain nor Marian had ever 
sounded more beautiful. 

Unfortunately, Autochon’s not the only berk trou- 
bling the priestess, Advertising pitchman Harys Hatchis 
is bad news of a more overt variety. The excitable man's 
so animated, so loud, so driven that he sets Marian’s 
usually unflappable nerves on edge. Once or twice a day 
he stops by the fountain and worms his way into the 
gathered crowd, watching as Marian entertains. 

She knows he's out there, too, by his uniquely ex- 
uberant response when she's finished with a song or a 
fortune, Naturally, he’s the loudest berk in any group, 
shrilly whistling and cheering with his arms waving 
over his head. See, Harys is campaigning to get Marian 
to work for him, singing promotional tunes for his 


clients to her crowds. “Marian,” he burbles, “you could 
sell virtue to a deva!” (She doesn't take it as a compli- 


ment.) 

Although she spends her days in public as a 
warm, welcoming presence, Marian’s more or less a 
loner. Would-be paramours who get close enough to 
look straight into her eyes walk away shivering, mutter- 
ing that they saw the entire multiverse staring back at 
them, The dark of it is that Marian's odd eyes — big, 
black marbles in ovals of cream — are a link to a previ- 
ous lifetime. 

Before her current incarnation, Marian — a Gods- 
man who believes that true ascension comes only after a 
string of successful lifetimes — swam in the River 
Oceanus as a delphon. The delphons, or songsharks, are 

exquisite creatures whose song is said to im- 


part the wisdom of the planes to those who 


5 tumble to its meaning. The Singing Foun- 
tain itself is linked by a gossamer thread to 
the sweet waters of Oceanus — which accounts 
for its mystical, musical properties — and Marian 
finds herself drawn to the structure like a sunfly to light. 
Although the priestess truly believes her powers of div- 
ination stream from Bragi, she’s occasionally haunted 
by hazy dreams of her former life. 


Black Marian~ 


(P72 human/PS (Bragit/Believers of the Bource/M) 


‘AC 10; MV-12; hp 32; THACO.18 (17 sume): WAT acs 
Ding 1641 to nonevil creatures, Sd4 to evil (mace); SA 
mace, spells SD saving throw bonus, Charisma 
bonus, fortune telling; SW faction restrictions, : SZ M. 
(SY feet tall}; ML steady (12); XP 650; ~ es) 
- Notes: SA-on a successful attack roll, her mace of 
disruption utterly destroys (if save is failed) or scores. 
double damage (if save is made) against undead 
creatures or evil creatures from the Lower Plates. © 
‘SD—+2.-to saves ind-affecting ‘Spells (due to 
Wisdom); +5 to reaction adjustments to encounters 
(due to Charisma). Black Marian knows the future of » 
anyone who drinks from the Singing Fountain: The ” 
DM may treat this as the psionic ability precognition, 
or use Marian’s ability to hint at upcoming adven- 


SW=As a Godsman; Marian can be reincarnated 
but not resurrected orraised;.suffersa—| penalty.to all 
saving throws due to ‘her: worship of a-specific power: — 

$10, D 12, Cl, 113,-W 16, Ch 16. eed. 
PrRsowArry: theatrical, alluring, -kind. a> 
SPECIAL EQUIPMENTS silver ladle, mace of Aisraps 
tion4l.> = 
GRANTED ny ae a auentene of Bragi, Black 
Marian has a faultless memory and can recall any~ 
thing she. has heard Sealy her suite He asa 


magte. ‘protection rama ent (dat 
move fear, 2nd=augury, barkskin, 
spe tte slow: A eeatemme 
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Hungry for knowledge? 

Well, the Fraternity of Order 
has its libraries — fine, if a body's 
a Guvner, And the Fated have 
their underground archives — 
for Takers, of course, Seems just 
about every faction in the Cage has some kind of clearing- 
house of collected wisdom, available only to berks who wear 
the right colors or sport the proper badge. But some cutters 
feel pure knowledge is a right owed to all but claimed by 
precious few. 

The illusionist Kesto Brighteyes, a gnome with the vi- 
tality of a titan, makes up for the imbalance as best as he 
can, Driven to empower folks with knowledge, to bring the 
chant — and the dark — to every sod in Sigil, Brighteyes runs 
a bookshop in the Lower Ward called the Parted Veil. 

Found on Forgotten Lane, just a few blocks from the 
Athar's Shattered Temple, the shop's a place where any 
Cager — from a cross-trading peeler to a perfumed noble — 
can buy all manner of texts: histories, novels, dictionaries, 
maps, spellbooks, biographies, newspapers, and anything 
else a berk’s likely to want, Need a tome chronicling the suc- 
cession of factols of the Harmonium? How about a newly 
translated copy of that most rare text, The Book of Inverted 
Darkness? Maybe a body needs a reliable map of Acheron's 
cubes, a list of spell keys known to work in Asgard, or the 
latest casualty report from the Blood War. 

The shop fills the ground floor of an unassuming, two- 
story building that huddles like an orphan between a pipe- 
weed warehouse and a woodcarver's studio, Brighteyes lives 
in an apartment on the building's second floor. When he 
bought the place five years ago, he set two dozen round 
panes of crystal into the outer wall so the average sod on 
the street might pause and peer into the shop. Brighteyes 
also set up a small platform just outside the front door — a 
low, square block of stone surrounded by upended barrels — 
as a sort of pulpit for addressing the public. Naturally, he 
uses every trick he can to get folks into the shop; the sharp 
promotions of Harys Hatchis and in-store signings by famed 
novelist Jeena Ealy (P1/2 human/F9/Society of Sensation/ 
CG) always pull in a crowd. 

Once inside, folks see that the place is more of a book- 
shop than they thought. The very walls and ground floor are 
built of books. To browse, a body's got to tread across the 
spines of row after row of hardbound volumes, one title 
after another passing under her feet. 'Course, it ain't easy for 
a browser to make her way through the shop, as the 
walls — just huge, well-packed piles of books, really 
—run and meet at odd angles, 
forming a literary 
labyrinth, 


But Kesto Brighteyes has a 
way of putting new customers at 
ease. When a visitor enters, a magic 
mouth over the front door welcomes 
her with a short, inspirational 
message touting empowerment 
through knowledge (Brighteyes 
changes the message each day), 
Upon hearing the opening words of the cheery adage, 
the gnome pops up from whatever he’s doing and rushes 
toward the entrance. 

“Welcome, welcome, I'm a member of the Athar so now 
we've gotten fhar bit of unpleasant news out of the way,” he 
chuckles, dashing up with books and notepads under each 
arm. “Please leave your biases and agendas outside and 
you'll find my shop at your disposal. Let Cleve or me know 
if you need any assistance — Cleve’s a bodak, but benign. 
Won't give you a bit of woe! Jeena Ealy’s works are stacked 
on the wall just to your left. Three feet over and two — no, 
four — feet up. Signed copies cost double, Let me just go 
shelve these — whoops!” 

After the harried greeting, the visitor is invariably left 
alone, as both the gnome and his voice vanish down a 
twisty aisle. Fact is, some say a Kesto Brighteyes sighting is 
a rare event in the Parted Veil, as he constantly pads, shuf- 
fles, and stumbles around the sprawling shop, carrying 
books from here to there and there to here, muttering to 
himself as he assembles mental checklists of Things to Do 
and Points to Remember. For a 298-year-old gnome, he's 
quite spry. 

Catch him at rest, though, and a body'll note that 
Brighteyes's bark-brown skin stands in sharp contrast to the 
wiry tufts of white hair that sprout from his head and chin 
like weeds; unlike most gnomes, he refuses to tame hi 
beard. Resting high on his nose ~ which is as large as a cal- 
loused heel — are a small pair of round spectacles that 
barely cover his apple-green eyes. To a body staring him 
dead in the face, the thick spectacles magnify the eyes enor- 
mously, making each fill the entire lens. He wears a tawny 
sackcloth tunic covered with pockets of many colors and 
materials, sewn on as needed for keys, lists, spell compo- 
nents, and the like. And, despite the injuries his bare toes 
sustain from dropped books, Brighteyes moves busily about 
in a russet pair of worn leather sandals. 

On the other hand, the benign bodak called Sir Cleve — 
silent, mouse-gray, and spindly — seems as settled as an 
earthberg. Once a paladin from a court on Krynn, Sir Cleve 
was slain in the Abyss while rescuing his kidnaped lord 
from the watery caves of Demogorgon, Although his body 
rose again as a bodak, he retained his mortal memories and 
consciousness and, repulsed by what he'd become, made his 
way to Sigil. He hoped to find a wizard who could restore 
his true form, and Kesto Brighteyes was glad to put him 
to work in the meantime, As Brighteyes is wont to 

say, “Look at Sir Cleve, here — gave the laugh to 
the Abyssal lords, he did. Kept his own will. 


It's the power of a strong mind, I tell you! Cleve's living 
proof. Er, dead proof. Well, he’s proof, anyway.” 

Today, Sir Cleve's content organizing books and serv- 
ing customers in the Parted Veil, having made peace with 
his “condition.” Bloods who fear the bodak’s death gaze 
avoid looking him in the face, but Sir Cleve’s only used the 
deadly power once, and that was on a night hag who tried to 
burn the shop down. He's comfortable with who and what 
he is; if others aren't as open-minded, they can pike it. 

Really, an open mind — or an informed mind, at least — 
is what the bookshop’s all about. Each new or unusual re- 
quest sends Brighteyes into a pleasant tizzy of activity as he 
does his best to fill it — even for outlawed volumes like The 
Factol’s Manifesto. Usually, he (or Sir Cleve) can lead a cus- 
tomer to the exact spot where the desired book's tucked, 
plucking it out of the floor or wall and immediately replac- 
ing it with another to keep the structure intact. 

Once in a while, Brighteyes looks stumped by a request 
— he pulls and twists at the tentacles of his beard as a frown 
grows on his face. “Ooh, that’s a tough one, that is, yes,” he 
mutters, flattening out his whiskers again, then stumbles 
away toward the employee-only store room at the back of 
the shop. “Let me see, let me see. . . ." After a few moments 
of clattering and cussing, the gnome nearly always emerges 
with the requested item. He might even be able to get an ad- 
vance copy of that most secretive work-in-progress, the re- 
vision of The Book of Keeping by the shator Xideous. After 
all, Brighteyes has never disappointed a customer yet. And 
he's never let anyone but Sir Cleve into that back room. 

The benign bodak and the mysterious store room defi- 
nitely set tongues in the ward wagging. But a third spot of 
controversy is Brighteyes himself. See, the gnome ain’t 
above a bit of philosophical provocation now and again. He 
figures that his customers want to be informed, want to 
think with clear, unmuddled minds, free of bias or influence 
— that's why they come to the Parted Vi the first place. 
Unfortunately, most of his patrons spend their lives knuck- 
ling under to one so-called deity or another. And Brighteyes 
did too, once. He grew up on Bytopia, tending his family's 
crops near the market town of Yeoman and worshiping Garl 
Glittergold, But an accidental trip to the Astral — where he 
saw the cold, floating corpses of forgotten powers up close 
and personal — cured him of both piety and humility. 

Now an unabashed Defier, Brighteyes believes that true 
self-empowerment is possible only when the mind casts off 
the false chains of inferiority. Not long ago, he took another 
jaunt to the Astral to try a summoning spell he found in 
The Book of Inverted Darkness — and came back with 
Saure, a power-hating gautiere. (Gautiere are gaunt, gray- 
skinned nomads from Carceri with clawed hands and an 
acidic touch.) Unfortunately, the more aggressive members 
of the Athar took hold of Saure; they turned her into a 
blunt weapon, the bane of worshipers everywhere. Feeling 
somewhat responsible, Brighteyes regularly begs Factol 
Terrance to reconsider the faction’s “misuse” of Saure (to 
little avail). 


Brighteyes also spends an evening or two each week in 
the Scriptorium at the Shattered Temple, penning tracts that 
subtly question the superiority of the powers, Unfortunately, 
it’s always the more caustic tracts — not Kesto's — that get 
distributed to the public. No matter — the gnome still makes 
himself heard, if only to the customers who enter his shop, 

“Tell me, friend,” he asks of a browser, “do you think 
the powers — mighty as they are — know everything in all 
these books? If you read them all, would that make you a 

Brighteyes tries to engage a body in meaningful 
ation on this topic, hoping to spark the idea that 
mortals are stronger than the so-called gods. “After all,” he 
chuckles, “all you have to do is stop believing in the gods 
and what happens? They dry up and drift helplessly on the 
Astral with githyanki roosting in their nostrils! Imagine that 
— the power of your mind can turn the strongest god into a 
shoddy gith kip. I suppose a body might even say the gods 
exist only because we Jet ‘em exist. Why, I guess they don't 
control us at all — quite the opposite! Meat for the brain- 
box, friend, meat for the brain-box.” 

Following such a spiel, the gnome often directs cus- 
tomers toward magical texts that give the dark of illusionary 
spells few cutters've ever seen before — many of which he’s 
cooked up himself. “Master these, my friend,” he cackles, 
paging through a ined spellbook, “and a body'd be hard 
pressed to tell you from a power!” 


BI5OlFeet 
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Brighteyes also likes to make his point dramatically 
with a few of his more impressive spells. Every day at two 
s after peak, he leaves Sir Cleve to tend to the cus- 
and mounts the small platform just outside the 
door, With no fanfare or pronouncements, he lets fly 
a few simple tricks to grab a sod's eye — say, making his 
beard grow till it's twenty feet long, or giving a body six 
extra eyes. Once a few folks've gathered, Brighteyes really 
lets loose, turning day into blackest night, filling the 
streets knee-deep in warm sand, or twisting the whole 
flaming city inside out. ‘Course, they're all illusions — 
incredibly powerful ill 


shop’ 


ions — but they sure spin a 
berk’s head. “Look here,” he says, as he casts his 
spells, “Powers do things you can't. J do things you 
can't. Am [a power? Better than you? No, sir! It's 
just knowledge, friends, and knowledge is the right 
of every being!” 


— SIGN IN FHE 
AR+ED VEIL 


Brighteyes knows that 
his personal campaign 
against the gods could land 
him in hot water. Sure, the 
powers might be blocked 
from Sigil, but their 
proxies ain't, and one day 
an emissary of Bast, Set, or 
even Primus might show up 
at the Parted Veil to shut the 
gnome’s bone-box. That's 
one reason Brighteyes 
s to keep folks 
to his abilities 
strong, 
rrent to attack. 

And there's 
always Sir Cleve, 
who stays up all 
night in the shop, 

reading; he’s alway 
ready to come to 
his friend's aid. 
Besides, 
Brighteyes ain't likely to 
be taken by surprise 
anytime soon. Even in the 
darkest hours past antipeak, 
a body creeping down 
Forgotten Lane's apt to spy 
a light in the gnome's 
second-story window, a sigr 
that the shopkeep’s hard at 
work cataloguing the 
latest arrivals. 
Brighteyes may be 


getting on in years, 
but his mind's as 


sharp as ever — a 
fitting testament to his 
message of empowerment. 


- 


FZ 


: Cis gnome/l12/Athar/CG) 


* deities. 


 Kesto Brighteyes 


6 (ring, Dex); MV.6; hp 36; THACO 17.03 w/darts ‘are Dex]); WAT 1: Dmg 1d6+3 


~ (darts); SA/SD standard: gnome: ‘abilities, ‘saving. throw bonus; SW magical item 
“failure, faction festriction; SZ §-G feet tall; 


ae ion (16)FXP 4,000. 

: Notes: SD—1 bonus to Saves ys. illusions: y to. foes’ saves vs. Kesto' ry 
illusions; +2 to all saves- (ring), 43 ‘10 saves vs. magia wands, Staves, eS and 
spells (racial bonus): 

~ SW=20% chance otfaitire of ina items except a armor, weapons, and il- 
lusionary-items; as am-Athar, Kesto cannot Reed aid from priests of specific 


§ 8, D16,C 12.1) W9, Ch 10. 

PERSONALITY: indlistsione sincere, eS 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: darts Of homing +3 (6),-ting of protection +2, wand of 
illusion. 

FACHON ABILITIES: Smmune to-abjure, augury, bestow curse, ae divination, en- 


3 thrall, exaction, holy word, and quest, gains +2 to saves vs. priestiapells and spell- 


like abilities. : 

m= = Spruis (5/5/5/5/5/2)*: 1st-audible glamer, comprehend ianguages, read magic, 
shocking | grasp; 2nd—blur, magic mouth, mitrorimage,-Tasha's-uncontrollable 
hideous laughter; 3rd=blink, invisibility 10-foot radius, spectral force, tongues; 
4th-fear, hallucinatory terrain, phantasmal killer, polymorph self; 5th-advanced 
illusion, chaos; domination, major creation; 6th—veil. ~~ 

* In addition, Kesto receives one extra illusion spell per level (included in. 
above total); the DM should make up new spells that allow Kesto to perform his 
miraculous illusions. 

Locanon: in (or in front of) the Parted Veil bookshop:in the Tower Ward. 

Rote-PLavine: In everything, Kesto is kindly ‘but hurried; he rapidly thinks out 
loud (often fumbling his words), and he moves more quickly than he should 
(causing him to stumble): 

Comnar: Kesto’s not easily. drawn into a fight, preferring to use magic to 
avoid a confrontation. If need be, he'll usea spell to disorient or unnerve the ag» 
gressor. Sir Cleve always tries to come-to Kesto's aid. ° 

See Also: Estavan (pg. 30), Harys Hatchis (pg. 44), Kylie (pg. 56), "Sly" Nye 
pg. 74), Saure {Pas 90), Will of the One (pg. 110), Xideous (pg. 14), and Ylem 
(pg; 116) 


Sir Cleve 
(PIS bodak/HD 9+9/LG) 


ACS, MV 6; hp 70; THACO I; #AT 1; Dmg 1d4+] (sickle); SA death gaze; SD cold iron 
or +l weapons'to hit, spell immunity, poison immunity, infravision 180 feet; SW. 
sunlight; SZ M (6 feet tall); ME steady (12); Inthigh (14); XP. 5,000. = 

SouRcE: PS MC. 

Notes: SA—Cleve may use his death gaze on anyone within 30 ie: any victim 
who meets the gaze mist save vs: petrification or die. 

SD=half damage from cold,magical fire, gas; none from sae non= 
magical fire, poison, or silver weapons; immune to charm, hold, sleep, and slow: 

SW-suffers |point of damage/round in direct sunlight: 

Rote-piavino; Loyal to Kesto, Sir Cleve is happy to serve customers and dis- 
prove the expectations of those predisposed to hate or fear him 

Comsat: Sir Cleve uses his full powers against anyone who attacks him, 
Kesto, or the bookshop. 
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Qaida: You are much in the public eye, yet you rarely Q: Have you no political ambitions of your own? 
speak one-on-one about your 
agenda. Why did you agree to aaa 
this mimir interview? 


C: I suppose that if I were to gain a stronger 
voice in the Hall of Speakers, 
that would not be such a 


Cirily: You had bad thing. | already speak 
the taste to there on occasion, as well as at 
choose me, the more common podiums of the 
That shows Trianym and on open street cor- 
promise, ners. I seize whatever public forum | 

= must to sound forth my call for pu- 

Q: It is said that rity. Of course, [ often compete with 
you wish to rid others who push less important agen- 


das, But Harys Hatchis puts the right spin 
on things for me. 


Sigil of primes, 
that you'd like to == 
start a new-Faction = 
an antiprime faction” = 
~ called the Planavists.= 


Q: But you don’t really need his help, do you? 
As a speaker, you have a certain way of 
captivating a crowd, of motivating them, 
of charming them through your voice, 

much as Black Marian does. 


C: And that intel 
can no longer ig 
population, the er ~ Z 
our good city, “ > &2 =P. hank you. Yes, my voice is lyrical, gorgeous — my 
longer allow ir ; ight-as.an eladrin. 
to take z = 


kings Of Which, you often seem to flaunt your 
“Arbofean heritage. Many’s the time you've 

= insformed into a pillar or ball of flame 
way as Clueless: fing a particularly heated speech. Your au- 
spongers soil our : sdiences certainly eat it up. Do you find it 
land and mi y . urgency to your words? 


longer look the other 


PRIMES HAVE 
& WH@LE PLANE — 
MUst +HEY tare @UR CI+Y, 
+OO? 


: At times | simply cannot restrain my impeccable 
breeding. But make no mistake — it is my message that 
moves people, not my grace. 


; And whose messenger are you? 


°: I speak for the Planarists. I have the rare critical 
sense to see trash for what it is. I bear the torch so 
that others may be enlightened; they can't see it, 
though it is all around them, They can’t see that it 
has no matter, no value. That foolish titan Zadara 
doles out good coin for it day in and day out. It must 
stop polluting our city. They must stop bringing it 
into Sigil. Prime artists are no better than slavering 
dretches from the Abyss. 


3d6/3d6 (fiery form); SA spells, gaze, song, fiery 

form; SD immunities; SW cold fron; MR 40%; 82° 

(6 feet tall); ML elite (14); Int genius (18); XP 4, 600. 
Sourck: PS MCI. 2 = 


_ ties, has spells as a 9th-level priest (see “Spells,” 
below); fiery gaze blinds creatures for 2d]0 rounds 


tion to avoid); song acts as sleep, charm,-suggestion, 


: That's the second time you've specifically denigrated 
prime-material culture, It seems to weigh heavily on 
your mind. Is this the issue that fuels your movement? 


spell to avoid); can transform into.a pillar or ball of 

fire, striking twice per round (3d6 dmg. per attack) 

and causing 1d6 dmg to Treeonen within 10-feet 
save vs. Spell to avoid), 

: Lam straightforward about speaking out against any SD-immune to cold, electricity, magic missile, 
prime I encounter. And I hire any planar who will help * atewe ms of less than +2 enchantment; half 
me in my cause to free our city from the grip of the damage from fire, gas, and poison; 

Clueless. Naturally, that includes gaining me favor at =z “SW-full damage from nonmagical weapons of 
the Hall of Speakers. cold iron. 

PERSONALITY: stirring, smug, confident, 


: But why this hatred of primes? Don't most firre 
eladrins veil themselves and visit the Prime to aid mor- 
tals who create the finest art and music? Shouldn't Cirily any Ist- through Sth-level priest spells desired. 


that be your pursuit as well? Note, however, that she prefers subtle, influencing _ 


magic. Her favorite spells include command, enthrall, 
: Itwas my folly, a lifetime ago. But, unlike most eladrins, glyph of warding, quest, and reflecting pool. 
I saw too well their sterility, the seeping poison they call R SPeELL-UikE ABiLities C/round, at will, unless 


culture. Do the good people of Sigil need more reason > noted): advanced illusion, affect normal fires, alter 
to bar primes from our beautiful city? self, continual light, cure light wounds, comprehend 

= languages, detect evil, detect invisibility, ESP, fireball 

: [would hope so. Factions should not be founded > 10d6 points of damage), improved invistbility, phan- 


lightly. “tasmal force, polymorph self, prismatic spray (1/day), 
“protection from evil 10-foot radius s (always active), 


sand wall of fire. 


: Please, let's not lose sight of the drain on our fine city 
by those who come only to — 
- - Speakers, or any public place in Sigil, — 
ROLE-PLAYING: Cirily tries to maintain a calm, 
self-satisfied composure, but she becomes irritated 
= easily with primes or those who don't show her a 
~ “proper” level of respect. She is very. sure eof the 
_ worth of her opinions. 


: Perhaps you're too busy trying to position yourself in 
the Hall of Speakers to ponder prime-material sculpture 
and brush strokes. Perhaps the asuras Koe keeps you too 
busy attaining power in order to help him sell arms to 
the fiends fighting the Blood War. 


. My followers would not appreciate hearing such 
base lies spew from your lips. Perhaps you are not as 
promising as I'd thought. Might there be prime blood 
in you? 


(3rd-level fighters and thieves) come to her aid. Cir~ 
<= ily disdains physical combat bit is quick to-use her 
- fiery gaze, her sleep song, or a wall of fire if needed. 
She won't are Sp Stety, form Souless the threat is 
great. 
Your veil seems to be slipping. 
(pg. 44), Koe (pg, 52), Paid. (pa. 80), ane: Tripic 


This interview is over. eg. 102). 


tipie, 


MV 15, FI36 (A); hp 44; THACO 13; #AT2; Dmg 


Notes: SA-in addition to innate spell-like abili- 


and causes 1dl0 points of damage (save vs. paralyza~ * 


or hold spell on any creature within 50 feet (save vs. ae 


Location: aschan, at the aa the Hall of 


Comsat: If attacked in’ “public, 3d4 followers 


BEE aso: Black: eer (pa. 2), Harys Hatchis = 


th 


Standing out in a place as multifaceted as Sigil is no mean 
feat, but the bariaur Wooly Cupgrass keeps bone-boxes rat- 
tling. This Sensate alchemist ain't just an esteemed maker 
and trader of potions, oils, scents, and poisons, he’s an en- 
thusiastic tester of the stuff. And the way he tests everything 
is to drink it down. 

Found an unmarked vial of 
white liquid or crimson goo in a cave on 
Pandemonium? Take it to Cupgrass. Not 
one berk in Sigil can recall a time that 
he refused what was handed him. As- 
sassins bring him the vilest con- 
coctions; the sod just drinks, 
smacks his lips, and 
tells ‘em to add a bit 
more nightshade, The 
chant’s that the bariaur 
has tried so many different 


kinds of liquid that not only can he pinpoint a drink with 

frightening accuracy, but he’s usually immune to harmful 

effects. After all, most of the time he only takes a sip — just 

enough to identify the contents. 

But tread carefully, berk — bring Cupgrass something 

he's not tasted before, and he might tilt 

his head back and down 

it all in a wild surge of 

anticipation and excite- 

ment. Afterward, he'll 

apologize and offer to pay a few 

coins in compensation, ‘Course, 

Cupgrass might also gain what- 

ever effects were brewed into the mix- 

ture. That's not a big deal if he drinks an elixir 

of health, but it’s mighty annoying when he 

turns invisible or gleefully flies away — and downright 

dangerous if he starts breathing flames or falls head over 
heels in love with the sod who brought him the vial. 

Once in a while Cupgrass merely buys the liquid, 

often for any sum the customer demands. The bariaur 

has built up quite a collection of fluids in this man- 

ner, all of which he’s glad to trade whenever some- 

thing even fresher comes along. He's even got a 
liquified gehreleth or two on his shelves. 

The bariaur's constant quest for the new 
—not to mention his zest for imbibing all 
manner of liquid — makes Cupgrass 
a natural for the Sensates. Fact is, 

he took the oath within a week 

e, then 
brought in some quick jink by 
recording a few of his more un- 
usual experiences in the fac- 
tion's sensorium. He used the 


of his arrival in the Ca 


coins to set up a makeshift al- 

chemist's laboratory on 

Copperman Way in the Market 

Ward — even hired Harys 

Hatchis, promotions expert, to sell 
him to the public. 

Cupgrass keeps mum about his past, 

but a bariaur chieftain visiting Sigil once 

shared a bit of the dark. The chief claimed that 

‘Cupgrass used to run with his tribe on the Out- 

lands. Though usually only female bariaur studied 

wizardly crafts, Cupgrass took to brewing up all types 

of-potions and elixirs with exotic ingredients from ar- 

cane, khaasta, and even tso traders, One day Cupgrass 

gave the chief's daughter a healing potion made with 

ground thorns from the Gray Waste; unfortunately, 

the thorns had spoiled, and the girl sputtered, molted, 

and died, 

After that, Cupgrass decided to test everything 

he brewed on himself first; he started with a sip 

here and a taste there, but soon the sod was guzzling 


whole potions, leaving nothing for his patients but empty 
flasks. After a time, no bariaur tribe’d have him, and Cupgrass 
relocated to Sigil for a fresh start — and the chance to try drinks 
from all over the multiverse. 

He started off with a bang. A week after his lab opened, a 
tiefling prankster brought him an elixir of madness, something - 
the bariaur'd not tried before. Well, Cupgrass downed the whole " Ding 1d4+2 ( lagger), SA charge, potions; SD 
thing and galloped off on a confused tear through the ward “surprise bonus, saving throw: bonus, Charisma 
like a crazed armanite, butting storefronts, pony cabs, mer- 
chant’s carts, and the like until a squad of Hardheads brought 
him down. The Sensates healed the madness and paid for the 


damages, but there've been several such incidents since, and the SME. >. 

lawful factions’d love to shut down Cupgrass and his lab for Not ie 2 fo. MV 22) in ae * 
good. The Sensates pull whatever strings they can to keep the ~ 30 feet of space causes 308 points of damage 
bariaur operating, as he often visits their sensoriums to record and knocks down an opporient eRe Le orsiiallen = 
the flavors of a thousand drinks, half the time. 


Even when he's in his right mind, Cupgrass eventually “4 803 to sur pEiee rolls (due to:tace and fac~ 
sets most folks on edge. A visit to his cluttered lab starts out 
eerily enough: He rushes forward to usher a body in, his 
sharply filed hooves clacking on the stone floor. But before 
long, his nerves get a bit frayed. Cupgrass starts to glance 


about distractedly, his crystal gray eyes darting to a simmering ‘ion (alchemy, eae herbalism, and 
experiment or some stain on a shelf. He reaches back for the so Soa ‘Though not a mage, Wooly may brew 
neat, long braid into which he's pulled his coarse brown hair, “potions and create oils and other such items as 
and, yanking it forward over his shoulder, unwinds and re- desired. (For details, consult the Apothecary 


braids it repeatedly, His words start to come out in staccato NPC kit in the AD&D accessory Sages and Spe= 


spurts, as if he's struggling to hold back a torrent of speech. clalists, July 1996 release:) < 

This sort of behavior’s usually chalked up to all the liquids SW-As a Sensate, Wooly cannot resist new 
he's consumed through the years, but others say it’s because experiences, (especially when they involve try- 
Cupgrass tries too hard to suppress his animal heritage. Folks ing new concoctions!); = 
point to the fact that Cupgrass douses his taupe fur with powder zi $10, D 12, C1116, W.14, Ch 16. 
and scented oils, whining, “I just hate that musky smell!” 3 PersoNaLity: excitable, inquis: ive. 
(Course, some visitors to his lab say he now smells worse.) He also SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: Td]12+2 scontaniipaiorayes 
shaves the upper half of his body down to the skin — a notable oils, alchemy jug, beaker of plentiful Begone: 
hairlessness that earned him the ironic nickname of “Wooly.” ~ dagger +2. 
And, to top it off, he sports a black cap with a close-fitting PACtION Abluiries: infravision 60 feet: L bonus 
headband and wide, round top that covers his curled horns, re- “to saves vs. poison; *l-bonus to surprise rolls (see 
ducing them to mere bumps beneath the soft material. (His =SD); detects lies 10% of the time (20% when 
neighbors in the ward're eager to see how he'll try to disguise =). speaking to bariaur); has the local history pro- 
his four legs.) _ ficiency and identification ability of a Ist-level 

Nevertheless, Cupgrass seems quite pleased with his ~ bard; can perform sensory touch once per day 
arrangement; he makes a profit brewing and trading all sorts s (transfers 1d10 points.of damage from a * 
of fluids, and he gets to partake of new sensations without hav- - wounded sod to himself). 
ing to spend time slogging around the planes hunting them out. Locanion: his lab on Copperman-Way in the 
Folks just bring the stuff to his door. Fact is, Ensin (Pl/d Market Ward, a few blocks from Chirper's, 
human/M7/Free League/LG), the proprietor of a nearby elixir : ROLE-PLAYING: Wooly is cheery and. welcom- 
shop, often pays Cupgrass to sample and identify unknown po- ing. at the start of each encounter, but he be- 
tions; the canny mage dilutes what's left and sells it at a dis- somes nervous, distracted, and manic quickly, 
count. 

Even when Cupgrass falls ill from a particularly nasty 
poison or oil that he's not tried before, he’s glad for the sick- ? Comsat: In his lab, he has a number of ‘de- ta 
ness — it’s proof positive that he’s found yet another new con- fensive and offensive potions at hisidisposal. 
coction! And the bariaur's next goal is to find a bit of the blood "See Also: Harys Hatchis (pg, 44), Omott (pg. 
of the dead god Aoskar; he’s heard all the recent chant about TAY "sly" ~*~ (pg. 72. verdant (pa. 108), and 


its use as a multiversal gate key. True or not, the pure sensa~ 
tion of such a rare drink’d make it worth every coin. 
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ATTENTION CITIZENS! 


A Notice of Warning, By Order of Factol Sarin of the Harmonium 


Be wary of a copper-pinching peeler of the following de- Does she perpetrate her crimes for jink alone? Would 
scription: female githyanki (though she often tries that she were so upstanding! Some imagine 
to pass as githzerai, especially to Clueless); six that our Lady has not always had the power 
feet tall with a stocky build; a long, to create Mazes for pretenders to her 
stretched face with thinly pointed ears throne, that this power might be exam- 
and murderous black eyes; skin of a ined, understood, perhaps even wrested 
richer yellow than most gith A from her grasp. It is the 
coloring ~ nearly that ofan & re Harmonium's official view 
Arcadian peach; short, ‘ that Djhek'nlarr means to 
braided black hair sitting learn the dark of the Mazes, 
high on her head like a the better to challenge 
spider crouching in =e our Lady without fear 
shadow; small silver of being cast into 
loops hanging ° an ever-winding 
from each ear and a prison 


another from her In this the 
nose; usually gith may not 
dressed in a work alone 
black, hoodless We have, on 


several occa~ 
“> sions, noted 


cloak covered 
with crimson 


beads; and her calling on 
never with- Zadara, a titan 
out a long of some suspi~ 
sword of cious wealth 
some pos and motive 
sible mag- No link of 
ical wrongdoing 
repute. between the 

This two has yet been 
criminal proven, but 
calls her~ Djhek'nlarr may put 
self Djhek’~ her forbidden quill to 


nlarr, though 

it is not certain 
whether this is 
merely one of her 
aliases. She has introduced 
herself to her victims as Djhek’- 
niarr, Djhek'rackrir, Djhek'faa, 


paper at the titan's 

behest 

Unfortunately, refusal to 

purchase the maps of this miscre- 
ant does not guarantee protection from 

her evil ways. Chant has reached the City Bar- 

racks that the gith actively causes leatherheads to be 


and Pnorr, among other names. consigned to a Maze, whereafter she travels to the distant 
She is often found in the otherwise site, maps its every twist and blind, and returns to Sigil 
reputable Clerk's Ward, where she haunts its taverns and with another page for her portfolio of sacrilege. (And if she 
alehouses by night, looking for leatherheads to pay good comes across the trapped victim while exploring the Maze, 
coin for her worthless maps. These maps blaspheme by she no doubt tries to kill the sod or solicit outrageous sums 
their very nature, for they presume to lay bare the Most for guiding him out, whichever is her mood.) 
Just and Secret Punishments of Her Serenity, the Lady of Fear not: We do not suggest that Djhek'nlarr can cre- 
Pain — the Mazes. ate her own Mazes. Rather, she tricks, inspires, or perhaps 
even charms others to take action that will likely draw the 
POSSESSION OF SUCH MAPS IS AN OFFENSE Lady's ire. (The villain has no doubt already drawn the 
PUNISHABLE BY FINE, HARD LABOR, Lady's attention to herself, though the occasion of her 
IMPRISONMENT, OR DEATH! punishment is known only to the Lady.) Djhek'nlarr's peel 
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can be as simple as selling figurines of Aoskar, the right- 
fully exiled god of portals, to primes who think them 


harmless trinkets and planars ignorant of our city's history. f Djhek’ ‘alder 
Flaunting the ugly symbols of Aoskar, though punish- seg githyanki/F7, M4/Free League/LE) 
able by two years’ hard labor, likely won't earn a trip toa = 
Maze. Thus, Djhek’nlarr pushes others toward still more AC 5 (bracers. Dex); MV 12, 96-0n Astral; hp 39; 
dangerous activities, convincing them to muddle with the ep — THACO14 (12 w/sword); *AT 3/2; Dmg 1d8:2 (long 


smooth workings of the dabus or the city's portals. We be- ~ sword); SD plane shift, psychic trail; SW faction” 
lieve that the portal-smashing berk who calls himself the al 
Grixitt (see last week's public warrant for details) is a mere 
dupe of the gith — a Maze waiting to happen. 


The over-ambitious provide Djhek'nlarr with her choic~ an hift at will, though not 
est fodder. She wheedles power-hungry fools into directly i or if Si a can. follow. the pay~ 
challenging the Lady or seeking control of Sigil. In the last chic trail of a victin 
seven fortnights, the Harmonium has headed off three dif- Maze (and follow own wai back out-again). 
ferent rebellions-in-the-making. The gith was nowhere to % ~ SW-As an Indep, Djhek'nlarr has no repre 
be found, though each would-be conqueror swore to ~~ sentative in any official city business, and there= 
being prompted by a confidant matching her general * — fore has few protected rights. 
description $13, D15,.C.:10,113, Wi, Ch7.~ 
What's more, as she spins a web of complicity around PERSONALITY: persuasive, duplicitous, ruthless. 
her target, Djhek’nlarr finds reason to make off with a Special EQUIPMENT: bracers ofdefenseiAg G; Tongs: 
coin, a brooch, a dagger — some personal object of the in- 
tended dupe. This we know from confessions of her victims Fi BILITIES: gains +2 to saves V8, any at~ 
(willfully given), and we suspect that the gith uses the ob- tempt to control her mind; gets 20% discount on 
ject to follow the berk to the Maze once he's been taken by items purchased in Sigil: 6 Great Bazaar; con~ 
our Lady. nected to ae medosrownd network of infor- 
How? We suspect her to be a hr'a'cknir —a githyanki ee Re 1 
who somehow senses, collects, and harnesses the psychic = rm n 7 = 


energies that sweep through the Astral Plane. It has been 
theorized that leatherheads swept into Mazes leave psychic 
trails behind, much like the silver cords of astral travelers. 
Perhaps by handling an object from a victim, Djhek’nlarr 
can follow his trail right to the Maze in question. 


Perhaps the trail leads to a hidden portal in the Cage vs OLE-PL Djhek'nlarr can zerg in on those - 
that gives access to the Maze. (Once Djhek'nlarr finds the st a to her wiles. She flattera 
doorway, she might cast warp sense — or buy the service g lem down ae 


from a passing mage ~ to learn its key.) The gith might 
even follow the scent the long way, through the mists of the 
Deep Ethereal. In any case, her innate power to plane shift 
will not get her into any Maze. 

Nor will it get her out again. But once she’s mapped 
each twisting prison, the villain might follow her own psy~ 


chic trail back to Sigil. We find no other reason why she ping a Maze). Ine eam G) triek er foe 
can smell her way back out of the Maze when its occupant = into ‘letting d down his guard, then closes in with — 
cannot. _ shock 1g grasp, “spectral hand, or her ‘sword. 

To sum: If Djhek'nlarr approaches you for the purpose E: ‘hired by Zadara (all 4th level see 


of selling her maps; if she offers to be your guide to a Maze 
that might house a missing friend or object; if she seeks your 
service in locating a portal or its key; or if she tries to sway 
you toward illegal activities (in the hopes of seeing you in 
your own Maze), summon a guard of the Harmonium imme- 
diately. Failure to do so will brand you an accomplice to 
her crimes. 


By Order of Factol Sarin 
of the Harmonium 
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ADAM@K EBON 


Although there’s much to be said about the hunter Adamok 
Ebon, none of it’s put forth by the bladeling herself. A direct 
cutter of few words, Ebon stirs up a lot of talk and interest 
in the form of speculation by others. 

Getting close to the fighter/priestess, however, 
easy matter. Physically, Ebon is bigger than most bladelings, 
her spiky humanoid form a full seven feet tall. She's covered 
with a thick, leathery, metal-encrusted hide that seems to 
sweat a black oil. Sharp bones of wood, steel, and ice punch 
outward through her hide at odd angles. Fact is, the only 
part of Ebon that a body has contact with is her eyes. The 
hunter stares berks straight in the peepers when she's talk- 
ing to them, though her own icy, clear eyes of amethyst 
quartz register not a flicker of emotion. 

Getting close to Ebon personally is just as hard. When 
s other plane hunting, the cutter drinks tea 
(weak) at the Fat Candle, a tavern off of Hull Road in the 
Guildhall Ward. The place is lit 
only by a vanilla candle 


ain't an 


(ld als yn 
BEL <b)  ESueth 


HER FALRGEHS 


— Ere eee ee eer 
eit PAPO AIDES 


the size of a barrel that burns in the center of the room, The 
darkness makes it hard to tell a bladeling from a barghest, 
and that's the way Ebon likes it. Regulars at the Fat Candle 
claim to know the hunter better than anyone else — a mea- 
ger claim at bes' 

The chant as they know it is that Ebon got her start 
hunting the rust dragons that troubled the bladeling city of 
Zoronor on Acheron. Eventually, a mage there found a way 
to give all bladelings a resistance to rust — as if they needed 
more protection. Ebon’s skills as a dragon-slayer were no 
longer needed, but she missed the thrill of the hunt and set 
off for adventure. When the bladeling arrived in Sigil, her 
dagger came through the portal first, drawn and ready (or so 
the story goes). 

Ebon asked around for the most powerful business 
dealer in Sigil, and folks sent her to Shemeshka the Ma- 
rauder at the fancy pulpealled Fortune's Wheel. Ebon could 
plainly see the arcanaloth 

dining alone at a 


nearby 
table, 
but the 
fiend's 
groomer- 
guard, 
Colcook, 
distractedly 
said he didn't 
know if he 
could gain the 
bladeling an audi- 
ence, Ebon simply 
picked up the surprised 
tiefling, carried him over 
to where Shemeshka was sitting, 
and said, in her low, gravelly voice, 
“Ask.” When the arcanaloth laughed 
and bid her be seated, Ebon remained 
standing. “I'm a good hunter,” she said. “I'll 
find, catch, or kill something for you. Free of 
charge.” She's had success ever since. 


+*28¢ 


But Ebon’s branched out since then. She hires out 
not only as a hunter, but also as a domesticator of wild 
animals, and as a guide (she’s popular with the Clueless, 
though she can't stand them). What's more, rumblings in 
the ward say she’s an assassin on the side, that 
Shemeshka's first job for her was to take out an uppity rug 
merchant from the Planar Trade Consortium. But no matter 
what kind of service a body needs from Ebon, the blade- 
ling can’t be swayed with jink. She takes jobs only if they 
interest her, charging just enough to buy herself a plain 
meal and a cheap room afterward. The bladeling wants 
nothing more than to lead an essential, dangerous life. 

Apart from the Fat Candle or the Feathernest Inn (the 
most private in the ward), Ebon's got no home. Most of 
her time's spent in action or travel. When she desires a 
challenging hunt, she favors the Beastlands — the intelli- 
gent animals there make good prey, to say nothing of 
the dinosaurs on the Forbidden Plateau. For an even 
greater, magical challenge, she goes after illithids in 
Ilsensine’s Caverns of Thought, vaaths or gehreleths on 
Carceri, or even beholders or su-monsters on prime-mate- 
rial worlds. When on a job for a client, she brings her 
catch back to Sigil either dead or alive, depending on the 
need, Lately, the most popular pets in the Cage are 
ethyks; Ebon could easily spend the next several years 
hunting and taming these lemurlike Bytopian critters for 
customers. To the bladeling, training a wild creature is its 
own kind of hunt, as “it must be pursued with force.” 

Most of the animals she hunts and kills are sold to 
Cagers who use the carcasses for meat, pelts, jewelry, 
medicine, weapons, spell components, and just about any- 
thing else a berk could imagine. Ebon’s got a standing 
agreement to supply Parts & Pieces in the Lower Ward, an 
underground shop barely run by a fickle, self-important 
dust mephit named Seamusxanthuszenus. In addition, 
the hunter procures exotic beasts for Mhasha Zakk (PI/2 
human/F4/Dustmen/CN), the cheerful taxidermist of 
Zakk’s Corpse Curing, though Ebon can’t see the beauty in 
an animal who's permanently standing still. 

Less often, Ebon takes groups of adventurers (nearly al- 
ways green primes eager for a look at the planes) out on sa- 
fari to observe creatures in their native habitats. These trips 
are never hunting expeditions; no one may accompany the 
bladeling when she's in pursuit of game. If her clients insist 
on killing what they see, Ebon will ditch the group and re- 
turn to Sigil without them, leaving them to their fate. 

Profits from these tourist expeditions fund the occa- 
sional trips the bladeling makes on her own time. Every few 
months, Ebon just plain disappears for a while, and when 
she returns to the Cage she never says where she's been 
or what she’s done — not that she ever does, anyway. But 
these trips set tongues wagging nonetheless, as Ebon 
always returns from them empty-handed. 

“Bad luck hunting?” a bubber at the Fat Candle will 
invariably ask. 

“I don't need luck,” answers Ebon. 


ke 


. - Adamo Ebon 


“AC 2; MV.12; HD'6; p45; THACO 15 (14 w/dagger); 
~#AT 2: or 1; Dmg 1d6*1/ld60! (fist, Str) or 1d4+2 (dags 
~ ger, Str) or 148 (arrow); SA Strength bonus, raior 


i once etaeeh, Eborecan explode her blades Wa a 
15-foot storm of shrapnel, causing 3dl2: points of * 
~ damage to all in range (save vs. breath weapon for 
~ half); until the blades regenerate 1d days. later, + 


damage from-attacks, normal damage from-spells 
__ of firé, cold, and electricity). When attacking with 
= her dagger of venom, Ebon poisons her foe on a roll 
20; the victim must save vs. poison or die 

= = SD—no damage from rust, acid, normal pierc= 
ing missiles, bladed weapons, or spells that corrode 
metal; half damage from cold- and fire-based 
spells, 

SW=takes double damage from:spells that af-- 
fect metal but don't corrode it (such as heat metal). 

$16, D 13, C16, 115, W 14, Ch 8. -. 

Personattry: predatory, cold, blunt. 

SPECIAL FoULPMENT: long: bow and sheaf arrows 
(for hunting only), dagger of venom +1, gauntlets of 
swimming and. climbing, net of entrapment, ring of 
~ free action. 

Speiis (5/3): Ist-create water, entangle, invisi- 
bility to animals, locate animals or plants, pass with® 
out trace; 2nd—charm “person: or mammal, goodberry, 
© produce flame; 3rd=snare. 

* Includes bonus spells for Wis 14. 

Locarion: at the Fat Candle pub or the Feath- 
ernest Inn, both in the Guildhall Ward, 

RoLe-PLAyinG: Though highly intelligent, Ebon 
speaks only when necessary, and always with ° 
words that are accurate and striking. She is calcu~ 
lating and focused, refusing to waste her: time on 
anything that doesn't interest her. 

Combat: Too detached to. be angered or dis: 
tracted, Ebon fights with ruthless efficiency, adapt- 
“ing her methods to each situation. She does what~_ 

ever is necessary to incapacitate her foes as quickly 
“as possible, even ifher action.could. bee termed 
“overkill 

See ALso> Seamusxanthuszenus (pg. 92), She- 
meshka the Marauder (pg. ei cane the Will of the 
One (pg. 10) 


Ebon's AC falls to 6 in the frontal torso (double 


Grandfather Traban — 


Lhave been only a day in tronvidge and still have heard the 
news. As soon as I left on this trade mission, you paid a visit to 
Estavan of the Planar Trade Consortinm in the Clerk's Ward — 
at his request, (understand. No doubt the sheer stature of the 
ogre mage and the giant scale of his opulent furnishings were 
impressive to you! But | find him small indeed. 

He knows that he is to deal only with me when it comes to 
matters of the forge, He waited until had gone and then came to 
yon for permission to send our armor across the planes. Is this the 
sort of person you want to conduct business with? It is not a 
matter of gossip, but fact, that many who benefit from Estavan's 
vast tvade network are then asked to pay him special favors. We 
owe no one, Grandfather. 

And { feel his interest has less to do with ony metalwork 
and more with me, personally. Although it is on a much larger 
scale, he basically does what I do. He procures goods, some of 
them exotic, for his customers. He arranges trade and sells items 
for those without his connections. (Primarily, he merely directs 
the transfer of goods and sets up meetings between interested 
parties. He seems not to handle the goods himself.) He hives 
groups Co protect the Consortium 's cargo from the khaasta and 
the tso — it seems the evil raiders are as much a problem for him 
as they ave for me. 

But the way Estavan goes about these tasks is decidedly 
different. He is known to peddle stolen goods for thieves. Fur- 
they, those he hives to ensure that his items arrive safely are 
often those who must escape the Cage by any means possible. The 
desperate berks are assured safe passage and then reduced to 
slaves, working one of the Consortinm’s caravans until thelr debt 
is paid. Those who ave not put to work ave simply charged 
enormous sums for the “privilege” of traveling with 
one of the Consortinm's caravans. Estavan owns 
people. 

We must remain independent. The small 
icon of the Consortium — a long caravan moving 
through a series of glowing portals — is insidiously appearing 
on more and more cargo across the planes. | know of 
at least three Consortinm offices in Sigil. Estavan 
roosts in the Clerk's Ward, not far from the Hall of 
Records, but 
others like him 
have taken up ves- 
idence in The Lady’s 
Ward and in the Market 


I'm sure you 
know, the head- 
quarters of the Consor- 
tinm lies in the gate-town 
of Tradegate. But 

the organization 

has begun to creep 


into its border plane, Bytopia — especially the trading burg of 
Yeoman. In fact, though Estavan is said never to be seen outside 
of his Sigil office, he is a frequent presence in the markets of Yeo- 
man. (Some say a bronze door in his gaudy office is actually a 
portal.) Of course, the ogre is also known to have the ability to 
change his form. Who can say where or even who he is? 

He simply is not onr kind, Grandfather. Ogres normally 
have a taste for our flesh. And now he clomps about ina red silk 
kimono, offers you Arborean spice tea, and says he is your friend? 
Have you seen how he fawningly courts the wealthy titan 
Zadava? She pulls the strings of many a business in the Cage. No 
doubt Estavan wants her to throw in with the Consortium. 

You must have noticed his flashy neck- 
face; his long, filed, black nails; his polished 
horns; and his powdered, 
pale blue skin, He isno 
doubt one of the 
vain patrons 


who frequents larmid's spa near the Great Gymnasium (The Other 
Place). Why would Estavan deign to smudge himself by shaking hands 
with a metalworker? And what of his vidiculous ivory tusks, so ornately 
carved with designs of significance to no one? They re a monument to self- 


absorption. 


Estavan doesn't ran a business as we do, either. He sees the law not 
as something to follow, but as something to shape to suit his concerns. 
And the customers he tries to ingratiate himself with (save me from that 
horrible, nasal laugh!) can quickly become his enemies if he feels they 
have acted unfairly or have not bent to his will. Then it becomes war for 
the ogre mage, and blood is spilled. He is ruthless. The ornate polearm he 
uses as a walking stick is actually a magical weapon, a naginata. He's been 
known to wield it with relish, 

L repeat this next information for your sake only, but it is said that 
Estavan has his manicured hands in another war. That he secretly aids 
Koe — the alleged leader of a cabal of celestials that runs arms to both 
sides of the Blood War — in transporting weapons from 

Mount Celestia, Bytopia, and other Upper Planes. None 
of this és done above board, of course. And who knows 
what price he exacts from those involved? 


i } ~ aie a fihly believe him to be upstanding. But 


= ports magical items, and the gnome Kesto 
Brighteyes, who receives shipments of books — we have a 


ee el have no need for deception, plot- 
fing, and scheming. We are simply good at 
what we do. Estavan is a success, but it 
‘ames only from ordered evil. He belongs to 


P the Fraternity of Order, and many fool- 


oe yenlike others in Sigil who deal with the 
© ogre mage — like the fiend A’kin, who im- 


! family tradition, 
- centuries of history 
tied to onr business. Why should 
we give Estavan our name? Does 
omnnhe vepresent you? 
The avcanaloth Shemeshka 
has rebuked him — she is successful 
& enough on her own. She snaps up busi- 
se 7imesses as if they were ripe apples. Lex- 
i, pect that she hopes to one day bend 

» Woo Estavan and the Consortium to her 
j “will. le must put wrinkles in the ogre 
[Re wiaige’s fine gown to think of her com- 
i * petition. 

4, however, am a small thorn in his sizable 
side. But will continue to refuse and elude Esta- 
_ van. We must not enter into 
. any lawful contract with him. We 

must not give him any hold on us. | don't 
need things on a larger scale. WE don't. 

Grandfather, you know | find gossip a waste of 
time. This letter is not gossip. It is a warning. We 
must not let Estavan put his mark on us. It is a mark 

that will brand us for life. 


Tarholt 
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~ Quick Chant 
Estavan 


(PI/é ogre mage/HD 5+2/Fraternity of 
Order/LE) 


AC 4; MV 9, FLIS (b); hp: 34; THACO 15 (10 
w/naginata); *AT 1; Dmg 1d8*8 (naginata, 
Str) or 1d2 (whip); SA Strength bonus; SW 
faction restriction; SZ L GO¥ feet tall); ML 
elite (14): Int exceptional(16); XP 2,000, 

Source: Monstrous MANUAL, 

Notes; SA-18/00-Strength grants +3 fo 
attack rolls and +6 to damage rolls. 

SW-As a Guvner, Estavan may not 
knowingly break a law. (He may find loop 
holes to exploit, however.) 

PeRSONALITy: Ostentatious, manipulative, 
merciless: 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: whip, naginata +2, 
necklace of adaptation. 
= Faction Abiuiry: can use comprehend lan~ 
guages once per day. 

SPELL-LIKE ABILITIES: used at will: darkness 
10-foot radius, fly (for 12 turns), invisibility, 
polymorph self (humanoid form, 4~12 feet 
tall), and regenerate hp/round). Used 
once per day: charm person, cone of cold (60 
feet long, 8d8 damage), gaseous form, and 
sleep. 

Location: working in his second-story 
office in the Clerk's Ward; never seen walk~ 
ing the streets of Sigil. 

Rote-PLAvinc: Estavan shows interestin 
others only for what they can do for him, 
but he does whatever it takes (lowering or 
ingratiating himself) to win them over 
He's always concerned with his appear- 
ance, constantly smoothing his robe, 
stroking his tusks, and checking his finger~ 
nails, 

Comsat: Estavan embraces bloodshed as © 
a means of punishing those who haven't 
dealt with him “fairly.” He'll first soften up 
opponents with a cone of cold, then wade 
into melee. He cackles while swinging his 
naginata (in part to cow his foes), and 
moves with fluid grace despite his size. 
After wounding a foe, he offers to-let her 
live as a “favor” that must later be repaid. 

Sre Also: A'kin (pg.-8), Kesto Brighteyes 
(pg. 16); Koe (pg. 52), Iarmid (pg, 46), Allu- 
vius Ruskin (pg. 86), Shemeshka the Ma- 
rauder (pg. 96), Tarholt (pg- 100), Will of 
the One (pg. 110), Xideous (pg. 114), and 
Zadara (pg; 118). = 4 


FARROW 


Most planars know that belief has power. It can move gate- 
towns, mountains, realms — even whole /ayers can shift 
from one plane to another as the hearts and minds of its res- 
idents ebb and flow. Sheer belief can rip a deity’s home 
asunder, What, then, might it do to a berk’s mind? 

Heed the tale of Farrow — one of the few shadow elves 
ever to make his way to Sigil from the prime-material world 
of Mystara. He's a sinewy cuss, scarcely five feet tall, with 
long, pointed ears and curly white hair pulled back into a 
small tail that barely reaches his shoulder blades. Friendly 
on the surface, his manner's as smooth as his ashen skin 
(pale from a life spent underground). But Farrow’s a slick 
scoundrel with a squeaky voice, always eager to curry a 
berk’s favor before stabbing him in the back. 

‘Course, most of the time Farrow ain't Farrow — but 
that's getting ahead of the tale. The story really begins on 
Mystara, where Farrow served a covert group of shadow 
elves called the Eyes of the Serpent. They were a network of 
spies and throat-slitters bent on protecting their race by 
whatever means necessary. And Farrow was a master, truly 
throwing himself into whatever role he had to play. Not long 
after joining the Serpents, he even used a searing mixture of 
crushed berries and spider venom to permanently stain his 
face and neck with the purplish birthmark of a holy shaman 
— the better to peel the gullible into giving him their trust. 

But then a simple spy job in Glantri tripped him up. 
See, Farrow got a bit too nosy in the Great School of Magic 
and blew his cover. A headmaster mage tossed him through 
a gate and sent the spy hurtling off to the Outer Planes — 
specifically, the City of Doors. Farrow landed smack in the 
middle of the Hive Ward, and only his quick wits and stone 
heart kept him out of the dead-book long enough to tumble 
to his new surroundings. 

He'd long since adjusted his body to living above 
ground on Mystara, but the dark intrigues of the Cage were 
too rich for Farrow to resist. Where else could he spy on 
slaadi, fiends, and factols, all in the same day? He fell in 
with the Revolutionary League; their loose organization of 
cells and spies mirrored that of the Eyes of the Serpent. 

More importantly, though, Farrow found their doctrine 
of overthrow appealing — and familiar. His whole life'd been 
devoted to freeing his race from the grip of repression and 
hatred. Eventually, Farrow came to the notice of Shemeshka 
the Marauder, the King of the Cross-Trade — and that was 
the sod's undoing. 

See, the arcanaloth Shemeshka'd planted moles in each 
of Sigil's factions to dig out the dark of the groups. Farrow 
seemed born to the task. Sure, the fiend employed many 
spies, but Farrow was an actor without equal; it seemed 
nothing could trip him up. Shemeshka started him off in the 
Fated, but she soon had the shadow elf burrowed into the 
Harmonium, the Doomguard, the Bleak Cabal — fact is, he 
infiltrated every faction. 

To make sure his purple markings didn't give him away, 
Shemeshka gave him a ring of disguise so he could alter his 
shape, age, and sex. The fiend also provided Farrow with 


leather armor of blending +3, which assumed 

the form of ordinary clothing when needed. To the 

Sensates, Farrow was a female tiefling mage named Aza 

Dowling; to the Hardheads, a haughty human paladin 

named Josbert Plum. All told, the berk had 15 different 

guises — one for each faction — and he took them on as 
needed to serve Shemeshka’s whims. 

But the strain of constantly switching personalities 
took its toll on Farrow's mind, See, in order to play each role 
with conviction, he first had to convince himself — he really 
had to believe that he became each new person. And that 
grew too much to handle. The spy tried to reconcile the dif- 
ferent personas, the different philosophies that jockeyed for 
control of his mind, But he didn't understand the power of 
belief on the planes. Instead of melding, he shattered. 

Now, Farrow no longer exists — at least, not the same 
Farrow who once served Shemeshka and the Eyes of the 
Serpent. The shadow elf's body has become a walking tene- 
ment, home to 15 different, fully developed personalities. 
Naturally, only one of them can use the body at a time; the 
rest remain in dark corners of the mind until something 
happens to bring them forward. 

Farrow still wears the ring of disguise, but he no longer 
has to make an effort to use its power. The ring automati- 
cally picks up on each personality switch and alters Farrow's 
body to match the new “owner.” Fact is, not one of the per- 
sonalities even suspects that the ring is anything other than 
a prized piece of jewel 

The 15 personal that share Farrow's body are the 
same guises he crafted to worm his way into the factions. 
Some are male, some female; some old, some young; some 
good, some evil. A few are clerks, others fighters or spell- 
slingers. However, most cutters are either elf, half-elf, tief- 
ling, or human. In his disguises, Farrow liked to stick as 
close to his original shape as possible. 

Only the Revolutionary League persona — the “core” 
personality, the one who still calls himself Farrow — has the 
true form of the shadow elf. (And only Farrow, the shadow 
elf, suffers damage when magical light is cast upon him.) 

What's more, each personality has its own class, fac- 
tion, and racial abilities. Thus, when Farrow's a tiefling, he 
can create darkness; when a wizard, he can cast spells. But 
as a human fighter, he can’t do either. It doesn’t sit right — 
as a spy, Farrow just played parts, never gaining the special 
skills of his assumed roles — but the power of belief is too 
strong to be denied. The body can even withstand different 
amounts of physical damage when stronger or weaker per- 
sonalities are in control. For example, Josbert Plum, the 
burly paladin, believes that he’s hard to kill — and so he is. 

When Shemeshka realized what'd befallen her cher- 
ished spy, she considered ditching him, figuring that he'd 
become a loose cannon. But instead, the fiend watched him 
carefully for weeks to learn what triggered each change, 
keeping a record of her observations (see page 34). She 
found that each personality emerges when exposed to a 
strong show of support for (or resistance to) its faction's 
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tenets. And once a personality takes over the body, it retains 
its grasp for at least 12 hours. After that, a trigger can cause 
one of the other personalities to assert control. 

Think Farrow was Shemeshka’s puppet before? The 
strings are even tighter now. Shemeshka knows exactly how 
to bring out whatever personality she needs for a particular 
task. None of the 15 cutters are inherently loyal to the fiend 
— not even Farrow himself, broken as he is by his mind's 
splintering — but she garnishes, threatens, or sweet-talks 
them as needed to get her way. 

And the best part is that each faction spy truly is what 
he or she claims to be. The Fated personality has access to 
secret files in the Hall of Records. The Mereykiller persona 
can roam the Prison without arousing suspicion. Only Plum, 
the do-gooder Hardhead, refuses to deal with Shemeshka; 
him Spe just leaves buried. % 

n not on jobs for Shemeshka, Farrow and the 
other pef¥@palities lead norgial lives in the Cage. Bach? 
new perso) at takes.over is always well-rested, as 
he's more or less slept while waiting to regain i f3 
control of the.body. ‘Course, each personality aes 
only puts ina few days’ worth of.work (at 
most) before a trigger event shifts Control of 
the body to another. : x 

Some faction high-ups get a bikypeery 
when one of thei-workers disappears Yor 
days or even Weeks at a time, But) 
because the boty, altePs’Shape with* 
each personality, 1o Oh€— except 
Shemeshka — realizesthatall 15 cut- 
ters existin the same physical form. 
Just talking to one of the personalities 
won't make folks think-anything's) = 
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amiss; none of the personas even know that the others exist. 
But a berk who catches the body at just the wrong time'll be 
privy to a change that's quite startling — and potentially 
dangerous, depending on which persona emerges. 

"Course, anyone who observes such a change (and per- 
haps even accidentally triggers a switch) might tumble to 
the dark of Farrow's multiple personalities, But only Col- 
cook, Shemeshka's most loyal (and longest surviving) 
groomer-guard has witnessed transformations, as far as the 
fiend knows. And nothing short of a wish can “cure” the 
shadow elf, and-eventhen, it'd mean murdering 14 living 
beings:egeh persondlity's a real, separate individual, just 
as déservin life‘as is Farrow. 

-Buta-berk who discovers the shadow elf's 
Zsecret migfit tty 10 follow Shemeshka's 
route: Figuresoutwhat “summons” each 
personality and put them to work for 
his own ends. Naturally, She- 
meshka wouldn't like anyone 
tamperifig with her toy or 
muscling in on her 
tory, and mak- 
SMitgea foe of the 
Kinggoythe Cross- 
Trade\ain't exactly 
a good career move. 
Look what hap- 
pened to Farrow 
— and all he did 
was work for 
the fiend. The 
irony's too great to 
ignore. Farrow tried 
to infiltrate the factions 
and tear them apart 
from within, But he 
ended up ripping only 
his own poor psyche to 
pieces. 


From the journal of Shemeshka the Marauder 


‘The ATHAR persona — a male human wizard named Dox — 
seems to emerge whenever the spy comes into contact with a vocal 
street preacher, be it a zealous paladin, a humble proxy, or a raving 
barmy. In such cases, the pointy-chinned Dox steps to the fore to 
challenge and condemn the preacher's piety. 


‘The spy becomes Ozer Pidey, a chubby female elf priest of the 
BELIEVERS OF THE SOURCE, Whenever confronted with a sod. who 
boasts of esting the challenges the multiverse has thrown in his 
path. The Godsmen believe that existence is but a test of our 
potential; thus, professions of this dogma cause Pidey to joyously 
assert control. 


Horrific or pathetic sights that painfully underscore the 
hopelessness of the multiverse invoke Wellrock of the BLEAK 
Capa. A male tiefling assassin with long jet-black hair, 
Wellrock blossoms in the face of angst — such as an empty soup 
kitchen turing away fungry mouths. 


‘The DooMGuARD personality seems triggered by a wanton act of 
entropy. I had a guard set a sprawling slum in the Lower Want 
ablaze just as the spy passed; scarcely had the heat of the flames 
singed his face when he became ‘Ivez Damrod, a violent, dark- 
skinned, male human warrior. 


‘The spy has a somber DustMan buried within as well. This one, 
a male half-elf bard (yes, a bard) named Kale O’Seth, rises to the 
surface when in the presence of a natural death — a right death, 
according to these black-qarbed factioneers. A crone dying of old 
age in her bed is sure to elicit the wispy O’Seth (no doubt so he 
can sing a dirge); a thief losing his head to a quard’s axe is not. 


When the spy sees the strong or capable take from the weak, it 
seems to stir an appreciation in his heart that gives rise to 
Burberry, a red-tinged tiefling pickpocket. This female member of 
the Farep also materializes when the spy focuses on obtaining 
something — whether a bag of gold or a shower of respect — 
that is desperately craved. 


A lowly clerk in the City Court, Mellon Mahl of the Fraternery 
OF ORDER appears whenever the spy observes or is confronted 
with a question of law. Two bariaur amicably discussing the 
niceties of public trespass were enough to bring out this short, 
bald human. Perhaps 1 should expose him to the ruckus of the 
Hall of Speakers. 


Though the Free LEAGUE. claim not to be a faction, they too are a 
piece of this puzzle. Kirrik the Ear — a blonde, bearded, half-elf 
gossiper — steps forth in response to someone defying a faction 

or, in some casés, merely standing up for his own beliefs. I find 
this one quite useful; he has connections that run deep throughout 
the city. Still, it’s odd that Kirrik has such a network of well- 
placed contacts, considering that the other personalities don’t seem 
to know any of the berks. 


‘The bruiser of the bunch is Josbert Plum, a towering human 
paladin who counts himself among the HARMoniuM. The 
commission of a crime summons this noble do-gooder — even the 
theft of an apple seems enough to draw him out. Plum also 
emerges as defense when the spy — whatever his current persona 
— is physically threatened. But I don’t draw Plum out much, as 
his stubbom righteousness makes him the most difficult to 
control. 


It took me some time to discem the difference between Josbert 
Plum and Skiba of the MeRcyKILLers, but the fatter comes out 
when the spy believes that a fawbreaker has not been sufficiently 
punished under the law. This tattooed, female elf ranger stops at 
nothing to see justice served. 


‘The onfy shadow elf among the personalities is also the core — 
Farrow himself, a member of the Revotutionary Leacue. All 
other quises fall away — or is Farrow just another quise that 
emerges? — when the spy witnesses a hothead flaunt or challenge 
a repressive authority. 


Members of the SiGN or ONE believe they imagine the multiverse 
into being. It makes sense that the elderly Sylvester Goldwax, a 
toothless male human street artist, appears whenever the spy sees 
a body engaged in an act of creation. Goldwax belongs to the 
Signer splinter group called the Will of the One, whose leader, 
Prisine, seems destined for power — I must watch her carefully. 


It used to be easy to conjure Aza Dowling, a female hedonist of 
the Socirry OF SENSATION. (‘The homed tiefling mage guides 
patrons through recorded experiences in the Civic Festhall’s 
sensoriums.) I just approached the spy and invited (or dared) him 
to try a tantalizing new experience. But it grows harder to find 
newer temptations — Dowling won't bite for the same (ure 


twice. 


A sleek male fuman named Featherback surfaces whenever the spy 
observes a body successfully performing a physically demanding 
and dexterous task. Featherback, an athletic druid of the 
‘TRANSCENDENT Ope, is apparently touched by a union of 
trained mind and trained body. 


‘The eff called Rue-the-Day appears far too frequently for my 
fiking. It seems the boisterous prankster — a male member of the 
Xaosrrects — makes himself fnown in the face of wholly inane 
activity. The hordes of Clueless stumbling through Sigil provide 
ample fodder for this personality, and his frequent (and, I think, 
deliberate) use of faction scramblespeak makes conversations 
painful. 
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CoRE PERSONALITY: Farrow © 
(Pr/é shadow elf/T6/Revolutionary League/N) 


AC 2 (armor, Dex); MV 12; hp 45; THACO 18; *AT 1; Dmg 
‘Id4 (dirk) = 2d4 (morning star); SA backstab x3, stan- 
dard elf abilities; SD infravision 90 feet, undead resis~ 
fancgegw light, faction restriction; SZ M (5 feet tall); 
ML elife (14); XP 1,400. 


Source: DUNGEONS & DRAGONS® pamettesr 13, The 
Shadow Elves. 
Notes:,SD-immune to paralyzing’e effects of undead 
creatures, 
SW-suffers 1d4 points of damage if the target of a light 
spell or a: equivalent; suffers 2d4 points if the tar~ 
get ofa continual light spell or the magical equivalent. 
Also, a8_an Anarchist, Farrow must donate 90% of his 
wealth to the Revolutionary League or to the oppressed.” 
*$12,D 17, C16, 1, W13, Ch 10; a 
PERSONALITY; smooth, passionate; two-faced: ~~ 
SPECIAL EQUIPMENT; dirk, morning star, leather armor 
of blending +3, ning. of disguise (allows Parrow to sie self 
= 3/ day): : 2 
~ Faction ABILITIES: gains +2 Semis to checks made on 
rogue proficiencies; the Farrow personality can posgas 
a member of any faction. 
THF Apiuties; PP-55, OL 60, F/RT 40; MS 50, HS 70, 
DN 20; CW 60, RL 20. 
~ LOcaTION> anywhere in Sigil che's ‘8 aver busy infil: 
trating factions). z 
Rowe” PLAYING: Farrow slips right into a conversation or 
situation unnoticed, as if he appeared out of nowhere or 
has been there all along and known everyone for years. 
His guile is seamless, not overbearing or annoying. 
Compan: Farrow is quick and sneaky, darting 1 inand 
out of combat to gain the most advantage, If possible, 
he flees and, posing as a member of another faction, 
takes refuge in that faction's headquarters. 
See Also: Jemorille the Exile (pg. 50), Shemeshka the 
Marauder (pg--96), the Will of the One (pg. 110). 


ALTERNATE PERSONALITY: Aza Dowling- 
(PI/e tefling/M4/Gociety of Sensation/CN) 


AC 8 (Dex); MV 12; hp 13*; THACO 19; #AT 1; Dmg Id4 (dirk); 
SD infravision 60 feet, darkness, immunities; SW faction 
restriction; 52M (5 feet tall; ML steady (12); XP. 420. 

* Actual hp 45; perceived hp 13. If Dowling suffers 13 
or more points of damage, she believes her own death 
and falls unconscious for 2dl2 turns, 

Source: PS MC. 

Notes=SD~create darkness 15-foot radius once per 
day; half damage from cold; +2 to saving throws vs. fire, 
electricity, and poison. = 

SW-As a Sensate, Aza cannot resist new experiences. 
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§ 8, D16, C 12,115, W10, Ch Il. a 
PERSONALITY: investigative, discriminating, 
~~ FACTION ABILITIES: +1 bonus to saves ys. poison; “1 
bonus to surprise rolls; detects lies 10% of the time (20% 
when speaking to tie s); can perform sensory touch a 
once per day (transfers 1d10 points of Sarage from a 


_ wounded sod to herse 3 ei 


SpELus (3/2): Ist udible glamer, oni touch, _ SPO0k; 
2nd—blindness, mirror image. % : 
Location: Publig ame te at the Civic ‘Festhall (in 
the Clerk's Ward). mt 
ROLE-PLAYING! For a Bensate: she's rate choosy about u 


what grabs her attention, always searching for new 


Re 7armor); MV 12; hp 85*; THACO 8 (6 w/morning 


discoveries and paying little: notice iss anything else. ~ 
i 
ALTERNATE PERSONALITY: Josbert Plum 
— ¢ human/Pall3/Harmontum/LG) 


“star); "AT 2; Dmg 2d43 (morning star, Str); SA Strength 
bonus; SD standard paladin abilities, Charisma bonus; 
SW faction restriction; 8Z.M (6¥ feet tall), ML fanati 
(18); XP 5,000, 

Actual hp’4s; perceived hp 85. Plum fightsuntil 
he sustains 85 or more points of damage. at which point 
he and all other ‘personalities (including Farrow) die. 

_ Notes: SA-Strength uranie +2 to attack zh 3 to 
damage roll. 

SD-detect evil intent; #2 to.all saves; Bee to dia- 
ease; heal 26 hit points per day; curedisease 3/week} - 
protection from-evil 10-foot radius, always active; turn: 
undead as priest of 1th level; +6 reacti ty Adjustment in = 
encounters (Charisma) : 

SD-As a member of the tagiamiem: Josbert must 
follow absolutely the orders of his superiors. 

§ 18/55, D9, C14, 112, W13, Ch 17> ‘ 

PERSONALITY: righteous, rigid, imposing, 

FACTION ABILITIES: Charm person once ‘per day. 

~SreLis (2/2/D: 1st-magical stone, sanctuary; 2nd~ 
augury, slow poison; 3rd—dispel magic. : 

Location: patrolling all wards of Sigil or in quarters 
at the City Barracks (in The Lady's Ward), 

Ro.e-pLavinc: Plum fearlessly tackles everything as if 
“he’s on a noble mission and has the might of right on 


= 


+ his side. Gruff and stiff, he ie a profound sense of ba: 


ance and good. as 


DM note: Flesh out the remaining faction personalities 
as desired. Note that each has the same equipment, 
though its use is modified to fit restrictions. For ex- 
ample, the armor of blending +3 becomes a simple robe 
for the wizard Aza Dowling (who can't use any kind of 
armor); similarly, she fights with the dirk but not hee 
morning star- 


In Sigil, there's 
a cutter named Fell who's far 

from ordinary — he’s a dabus, and 
the weak and fearful dare not speak 
his name. For he’s known throughout the Cage as the berk 
who turned stag on the Lady of Pain. 

Some folks hurry across the street when they see Fell 
coming; fact is, he’s easy to spot. Sure, he looks just 
brethren — tall and thin with purplish-gray skin, a thick tuft 
of cloud-white hair, and two goat-straight horns at the top 
of his head flanked by a second pair resembling those of a 
ram. He still dresses like a dabus, too, don- 
ning a loose burgundy robe that 
swings as he moves. But 
whereas the other dabus 
sweep along an inch or so 
above the streets, neither 
walking nor flying, Fell’s feet 
touch the ground. He even stumbles 
from time to time, and he smiles good- 
naturedly as he dusts his silk robe clean. 

What's more, Fell’s quite social. Plenty of berks are 
spooked when he nods, waves, or grins as he passes by; all 
other dabus routinely ignore the citizenry as they collect 
garbage, reset cobblestones, and trim back razorvine 
throughout the city. And if it troubles Fell to be ostracized 
by his fellow dabus and feared by half the Cage, he never 
shows it. The silent picture-symbols that appear above his 
head when he “speaks” give no sign of anger. 

It's Fell's symbols that earn him a living, now that he's 
been banished from the underground warrens of the dabus. 
He runs a small outdoor shop on Redwind Road in the Mar- 
ket Ward (just look for the black lightning bolt in the white 
oval — Fell's symbol for himself). There, he makes his airy 
pictures graft themselves to a berk’s arm, shield, or cloak — 
a permanent, vibrant tattoo, nearly as real as life, created to 
the customer's exact wishes. 

Customers who have trouble communicating with Fell 
are handed a thin guide to dabus symbols, an early work of 
the lillend translator Milori, (Milori was one of Fell’s first 
clients, and she created the small translation guide specifi- 
cally for Fell. Of course, that guide later blossomed into her 
famous work, The Dabus-Common Phrasebook, but Fell still 
uses her original, well-worn volume, perhaps for sentimen- 
tal reasons.) 

Once in a while, Fell’s superb tattoos can be dangerous. 
Chant in the ward tells of the time a pompous paladin from 
Arcadia wanted to commemorate his victory over a marilith 
with a tattoo of the fiend on his shoulder. Somehow, though, 
the six-armed picture grew into a real fiend that tore the 
startled sod to bits. 

That incident hasn't diminished Fell’s business any, as 
more than one lucky cutter's seen a useful tattoo take on 
solid form — a tied bag of platinum, a needed gate key, or a 
rare blossom that cures victims of the River Styx. Sure, the 
stuff turns back into air after a few hours, but that’s more 
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than enough time for a sod to get his use out of it. ‘Course, 
merchants in the Bazaar are none too happy when a pay- 
ment of Fell-made jink disappears from their till, But most 
don't go after the dabus — after all, the Lady's bladed 
shadow might soon darken Fell’s door, and no one wants to 
be around when that bill comes due. 


\ 


x Se Quick Chant 


= Fell : z 
p (Px [Aoskarl/@ dabus/HD 7/Sign of One/N)._ 


Sages can't puzzle out how Fell works his magic, 
but they suspect it has something to do with his fall 
from grace. See, the Harmonium might arrest a berk for 
saying so, but the Shattered Temple in the Lower Ward 
used to be the Great Temple of Doors. It was a grand 
palace dedicated to Aoskar, god of portals, who for a time 
claimed half the planewalkers in the Cage among his wor- 
shipers, Aoskar's power grew, threatening to claim the 
entire City of Doors, but still the Lady did nothing — 
until Fell boldly declared himself the portal-god's priest. 

Aoskar's withered husk now floats on the Astral, his 
temple destroyed, his image stricken from the Cage. But 
Fell remains. Shunned by the rest of his kind, barred from 
official duties, consigned to walk upon the ground, Fell 
seems to have been defrocked — yet he is alive. Does the 
Lady let him live as a warning to those who might flaunt 
her will? Does she fear that slaying one of her agents 
might stir the embers of rebellion in the others? 

A growing number of Signers suspect that Fell is a 
proxy of the portal-god, immune to the Lady's wrath, 
though to hold this view publicly is to invite a beating 
from the Harmonium and the Mercykillers. Thus, in secret 
back rooms and safe houses, Signers known as the Will of 
the One assemble to watch Fell's vivid tales of Aoskar's 
glory. The dabus “speaks” with such intensity that three 
or four symbols (harmless ones, thankfully) usually take 
real form by night's end. 

The goal of the Will of the One is to restore Aoskar 
to life through the force of thought, that he might claim 
his rightful place as master of Sigil. Fell has recently 
joined the group, and now he's often seen with Omott, 
the power-hungry linqua being courted as a likely vessel 
for Aoskar's energy. To the Signers, Fell’s a symbol of 
strength, courage, and hope. See, he’s somehow gained 
the ability to cast any priest spell related to interplanar 
travel. He and the Signers are certain those spells flow 
directly from Aoskar — proof indeed of the portal-god's 
power over the Lady! 

When Fell's tattoo shop is closed and he has no speak- 
ing engagements, a body might run across him deep in the 
Hive Ward, bricking over the ooze portals that litter the 
filthy streets. Many a careless traveler's strayed too near a 
brown puddle of goo, only to be yanked through by ooze 
mephits on a one-way trip to the Paraelemental Plane of 
Ooze. Even though the other dabus calmly sweep debris 
from the streets of Sigil, they leave the ooze portals alone, 
Fell — perhaps to recapture a shred of his past, perhaps as a 
sign of Aoskian worship — seals up the dangerous portals 
with bricks and mortar. The cutthroats of the Hive leave 
him be, never knowing when the Lady might come calling. 

Is it Fell’s alliance with the Signers that lends real 
form to his imagined symbols? Or is it a mysterious gift 
from Aoskar, some portent of things to come? If asked, 
Fell naturally credits the portal-god for his strange abili- 
ties. ‘Course, if he’s right, the Cage — and the Lady — 
might be in for a plane-shattering shakeup. 
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AC 7: MV 12; hp 46; THACO 13; *AT 1; Dmg 1d3 (dart); 
-SA/SD symbols; SW no dabus immunities, faction re- 

striction; SZ M (G6 feet tall); ME steady (12); Int A 
(12); XP. 975.. =, 

SoURCE!. PLANESCAPE Cam, ign Setting Ms. ie 
Notes; SA/SD-the nyarernyebos that appear 
_ above Fell’s head when he communicates may be 
permanently grafted « onto any smooth surface as a 
tattoo. Sometimes, though, an image above Fell’s © 
head may expand to become a solid, real-life. ehieet 
or creature. z < 
During each Tour in which Fell communicates © 
with a PC, the DM should roll 1d20, A roll of | indi~ 
cates that a beneficial symbol (like a gate key) be- 
‘comes real; a roll of 20 indicates that a harmful sym- 

Gike,a-monster) becomes real. No creature that 
eposaeat will attack Fell, though it may attack 
c anyone Hearby. Any creature or object that becomes 
real dissipates into.nothingness in 1d4+4 turns, 

Once per day, Fell can cause any symbol to be~ 
come real as a defensive or offensive measure. 

SW-Unlike all other dabus, Fell is affected by Leas 
spells that alter the surface beneath his feet, since his’ 
feet do touch the ground. Also, as-a Signer, Fell suf~ 
_ fers a =2 penalty to all encounter reactions, 
Personaury: congenial, self-confident, resolute. 
SPECIAL FoWIPMENT: blowgun, barbed darts. 5- 

- FACTION AbiLity: receives an automatic save vs. spell 
to resist illusion magic. : 

Spects: Fell casts the following “gpellé asa l7ih= 

p level priest: 4th-dime; ‘sional folding*, surelock, Sth= 

“plane shift; 6th—-forbiddance; 7th—astral spell, gate. 

* Tome of Magic. 

Location: creating tattoos at his shop in the Mar- 
ket Ward, speaking at Signer safe houses throughout 
the Cage, or bricking up ooze portals in the Hive. 

RoLbePLAvING: As a'dabus, Fell is silent, but he's ex- 
/ tremely expressive with his eyes, gestures, and body 
language. He's chosen his. path in life and is content 
with it, accepting everything that comes along with 
his decision. Although he's very approachable, Fell 
enjoys.the air of mystery and rebellion that sur~ 
=). rounds him. : 

» Compat: Most folks in the Cage avoid having any~ 
thing to do with Fell, including. battle. The dabus 
would never be the aggressor in combat, but, if at~ 
tacked, he wouldn't back down,-using his blowgun 
and bringing Recertabeyeigis to life to fight for 
him. 
= Ste Atso: Milori (pg. 64), Omott (pg. 74), Saure: 

: iy 90), and the Will of the OnE (pg. 0). 


JUDGE GABBERSLUG 


Id cooled my wings in the City Court’s holding pens since an- 
‘tipeak two nights before, just waitin’ to hear my name so’s | 
could go before the judge, pony up my fine, and get back to 
peeling the Clueless outside o' Chirper’s. When | thought o” 
the easy jink | was missing while locked up, | got sick, | tell ya. 
But then my mouthpiece came, stuck a ribboned scroll in my 
pocket, and said I'd been gabberslugged. | thought that 
meant they had nothin’ on me. But two bashers took me 
down to the Lower Ward, to that abandoned house folks call 
the Court o' Woe, and pushed me in. 

| tell ya, | ain't peeling no one In this town ever again. 


— the account of Neggis Ham, pickpocket, 
from Flames of Justice by Jeena Ealy 


Most sods tried at the City Court meet justice behind bars or 
at the end of a noose. ‘Course, some grow foot-long beards 
just waiting days, weeks, or even months for their trial. The 
City Court's a busy place, and sometimes the Fraternity of 
Order's judges can't keep the wheels of justice turning as 
quickly as they'd like — especially when the Harmonium pa- 
trols step up their arrest quotas. In times of extreme over- 
crowding, harried Guyners try to thin their dockets by qui- 
etly sending petty criminals to another venue for trial: the 
Court of Woe, a Dustman tribunal in the Lower Ward 
presided over by the nalfeshnee called Gabberslug. 

Squatting in Ragpicker's Square, just a few minutes’ 
walk from the Mortuary, the Court of Woe seems a stately 
place, with white marble steps, pillars, and archways to rival 
that of the City Court itself. Chant on the street says the 
structure's made not of marble but of bones ground from 
berks who've been tried there. That's just the talk of bubbers. 
Still, the Mercykillers hate the place, sneering that it’s a 
“perversion of justice,” and they'd gladly clean it out — if 
only they could first get in. 

See, the Court of Woe's an empty shell, with nothing 
inside its walls but a polished tile floor. Only Dustmen or 
berks named in a special writ of transfer from the Guvners 
at the City Court see anything different. Carrying such a 
document through the archway at the top of the steps acti- 
vates a portal, whisking the accused — and any co-defen- 
dants or character witnesses named in the writ — to the real 
Court of Woe, a fortress in the Negative Energy Plane. Dust- 
men make the trip just by being faction members. 

Mind, a body wouldn't necessarily know he’s been 
shunted to the great void; after all, he's still indoors. 
‘Course, indoors now means smack in the middle of a mam- 
moth hall built of the calcified husks of all manner of beings 
— thousands of withered faces leer silently from the walls, 
ceiling, and floor. Ninety-nine rows of splintery oak benches 
run the length of the hall, and crowds of Dustmen mill 
about among skeletons, ghasts, wights, and other undead. 
The faction’s Dead Truce with the monsters ensures that 
they won't attack the living (or vice versa). 

Some factioneers usher other Dustmen or undead to 
their seats, some stand ready as bailiffs, some act as evi- 


dence-handlers or witness-callers — there are even artists 
that capture the accused's terror in ash and glue, and scribes 
that etch accounts of the proceedings into their skin (or on 
the unraveling wrappings of a mummy). 

Light's provided by will o' wisps in crystal globes that 
hang from the ceiling; they glow more brightly when feed- 
ing on the panic of the accused. But a fiercer light issues 
from the front of the hall, the spot toward which all 
benches face, where the assembled bones of a dracolich 
burn without end. (Spectators who are long-haired or cloth- 
wrapped had best not sit in the first three rows.) And in the 
open, flaming jaws sits His Most Odious Gabberslug, Judge 
of the Court of Woe. 


How a tanar'ri came to preside over a Dustman court is not 
known. But a scholar of the Lower Planes | met while re- 
searching another book put forth this tale: Gabberslug was 
a judge on the Mountain of Woe in the Abyss, where a host 
of nalfeshnee determine the fate of mortals who land on 
that unspeakable plane. Gabberslug, however, was something 
of a prankster, and he delighted In embarrassing the 
pompous balor generals by selecting only the weakest mor- 
tals for slavery in the Blood War raids. Eventually, the 
troublesome fiend was exiled from the Abyss. He wandered 
the planes until finally building a floating fortress on the 
Negative Eneray Plane, made of bodies whose life forces he 
had drained. 

Before long, Factol Skall of the Dustmen — whose 
members also call that black sea home — struck a deal with 
the fiend, The faction would use the macabre hall as a court 
to try offenders, with Gabberslug as judge. Skall also offered 
limited use of the court to the Guvners of Sigil, promising 
that justice would be dispensed with a Dustman’s passion- 
less precision — save that there would be no death penalty, 
as each being’s progression toward death must be a natural 
one. 

It was an offer the Guvners could not refuse, 


—a historical excerpt from Flames of Justice 


Gabberslug lives every bit up to — or down to — his 
wretched name. He's 20 feet of bloated, smelly fiend, look- 
ing for all the multiverse like a swollen boar. Sprouting from 
the middle of his back are two pathetic, hawklike wings that 
flap spastically when he's excited (though they don’t lift his 
bulk so much as an inch off the ground). 

It’s hard to tell what will get him excited. Most of the 
time, he slumps in the skeletal jaws of his throne, plucking 
Abyssal slugs from a bag of holding and popping them into 
his mouth, picking at scabs on his great hairy belly, or 
raising a husk in the floor from the dead just so he can 
watch it scream. From time to time, he livens up the pro- 
ceedings with a thunderous belch; the normally slow Dust- 
men step quickly to avoid passing through the billowing 
cloud of fetid gas. 

‘Course, when a sod is brought before him for judg- 
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ment, the fiend perks up a bit. His thick, fleshy eyebrows 
writhe like snakes over his crimson red eyes, which 
seem like they can pierce a berk’s heart and suck out 
life force. And they can. Like all nal- 
feshnee, Gabberslug loves to feed on nega- 
tive emotions, drawing fear, hatred, and 
despair out of mortals brought to the court 
for trial. What's left is just an empty shell. If 
Gabberslug stops before he drains the berk dry, 
the accused wanders in a daze for weeks after- 
ward, unable to sleep, fight, or even think properly 
until his mind returns to normal. Sometimes, 
though, Gabberslug gets carried away and absorbs 
the berk's whole force; the resultant dead husk is then 
pressed into the walls or floor, becoming a permanent part 
of the court. Factol Skall always reprimands the fiend for his 
“mistake” and threatens to close down the court; the 
nalfeshnee's fear of losing his easy meals is usually enough 
to prevent further accidents — for a while, at least. 

Not every sod brought to the court gets drained, though 
— fact is, that’s the worst punishment, usually reserved only 
for those who deserve it (or annoy Gabberslug) the most. (It 
also curt 
being drained themselves — not that Dustmen or undead're 
given to fits of passion.) Normally, the fiend imposes lighter 
sentences, compelling offenders to perform some useful ser- 
vice for the Dustmen. For instance, a sod might have to put 
in a few weeks’ work marking stiffs in the Mortuary, hauling 


outbursts from observers in the court, who risk 
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in deaders from every ward in the 

Cage, or even cleaning the will 0’ 

wisps’ spheres right there in the 
court. 


Whatever the service, the 
berk's got to perform it to the sat- 
isfaction of a named Dustman 
high-up. Otherwise, he’s brought 
back to court for a draining, nal- 
feshnee style, And it's no use for a 
body in the court to struggle. The 
portal won't take him back to 
Sigil until the judge has passed 
sentence — that's the gate key — and the court has no 
other exit. 
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‘Course, a basher might consider escaping to the 
deadly wasteland outside the court, the Negative Energy 
Plane. But it’s not much of a refuge. And with a blood like 
Lord Porpen (Pr/d death knight/HD 9 [use d10]/CE) standing 


guard in the court, not even a prime’s likely to make a run 


for it. 

Lord Porpen is a death knight from the prime-material 
world of Krynn, a former Knight of Solamnia who was 
cursed by the deity Hiddukel for seeing that his rival, an in- 
nocent man, hung in the king's court. After haunting his 
homeworld for years as a repulsive monster, Porpen chanced 
upon a portal to Sigil and took it. In the Cage, he was just 
another berk — a bit more skeletal than the average prime, 
perhaps. He jumped at Factol Skall’s invitation to join the 
Court of Woe, and today he remains fiercely loyal to Gab- 
berslug, using his short sword of life stealing 

those who threaten the judge or the court. After all, 
Gabberslug is from the Abyss — said to be the home 
of Hiddukel — and the judge has promised to one 
day help Porpen gain revenge on the power. 


Dannoch, the pale cutter with the sash, got up 
and paced back and forth in front o' the fiend, real 
slow, putting my case over, sayin’ how it couldn't 
have been me what lifted the spellbook 
from that old mage. She never even 
stopped talkin’ — it was just one long, 
bone-dry sentence that went on for 
hours. Never raised her voice, never lifted 


Portal 


Sigil 
a finger. | tell ya, the skeletons sittin’ in 
the audience had more going for ‘em. But 
then that soddin’ berk turned on her heel 
and started arquin’ against me, just as calm 
as you please, sayin’ that it sure as Sigil was 
me, that folks had fingered me as the thlef ten 
times over, that the judge oughta make an ex- 
ample of me. 
She won, alll right. Or maybe she lost. In any 
case, | sure lost. 


— Neggis Ham, from Flames of Justice 
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Wrinkled Dannoch (P1/° human/B5/Dust- 
men/LN), the current Pleader of the Court, has the 
task of arguing for both the innocence and guilt of 
each sod brought before the judge. As a Dustman, 
the old woman's able to set aside all passion and 
put forth the facts of a case in black and white. 
‘Course, sometimes it’s unnerving for the accused to 
watch his lawyer do her best to get him off and see 
him punished. 

Still, Wrinkled Dannoch does an admirable job, 
though a difficult one. It's hard to make a tanar'ri 
see logic; often Dannoch argues till she’s pink in the 
face and Gabberslug just passes whatever judgment 
he fancies at the moment. Naturally, there's no jury 
— just Gabberslug (after all, it's his court). 

When Dannoch’'s not arguing cases for sods 
sent by the Guvners, she’s trying to resolve con- 
tested faction Contracts. Often, a berk who enters 
into such a Contract — giving the Dustmen rights 
to his future corpse in exchange for a few coins — 
tries to back out. Such matters go to the Court of 
Woe. A visit to the court is enough to make a berk 
have second thoughts about reneging on his word. 
(The Dustman Qaida is currently trying to drag a 
wood elf named Verden into the court. Verden 
signed a Contract long, long ago — so long ago, in 
fact, that the faction’s sure she’s using magical 
means to extend her life. And that’s something the 
Dustmen don't appreciate.) 

Believe it or not, a few scragged knights of the 
post hope that an overworked Guvner'll hand them 
a writ for the Court of Woe, (After all, these knights 
know that whatever task Gabberslug names as 
punishment, it'll likely be better than facing the 
Mercykillers’ idea of justice. Even the fiendish 
draining, while terrifying, usually leaves a sod 
alive.) But the Guvners aren't fools. They only give 
writs to those they think'll benefit from the experi- 
ence — or those they'd like to get rid of, like “Sly” 
Nye. 

A tiefling advocate, Nye regularly flummoxes 
Sigil’s judges with his chaotic ways, and the Guv- 
ners occasionally let him accompany an accused 
sod to the Court of Woe (probably hoping he won't 
return). Wrinkled Dannoch doesn't like turning over 
the reins of a case to Nye, but Gabberslug — who ap- 
preciates pure chaos — insists that Nye act as Pleader 
whenever he comes to the court. 

A few others in Sigil do their best to get to the 
Court of Woe. At last count, the somber Bleaknik 
musicians Morvun and Phineas'd gotten themselves 
arrested 36 times, hoping desperately to be “gab- 
berslugged” (the Guvners see right through them). 
And crier of commerce Harys Hatchis can some- 
times pull a few strings in the City Court to see that 
a friend gets a writ. 
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jiaseGabberutg 
(PI/d nalfeshnee/HD 11/CE) 


“AC-8; MY 12, FLIS (D); np 79; THACO 9; #AT 3; Dmg 1a4/ 
|d4/2d4 (claw/claw/bite); SA drain emotion pare’ 


eesti can drain enter 
from a victim, halv ng his ability scores (and all 
bonuses), hit points, and THACO for lade ‘weeks. Three 
times per day, Gabbersing can concentrate for*one 
round (despite attacks) and release rainbow beam@-in 
all directions; creatures within 60feet suffer 15 points of 
damage (save vs. spell for half) and wander in a trance 


~ for 1410 rounds during which they see their greatest 


fear (save vs. spell at—2 to ‘avoid trance).  %r 
~ $D=cold iron or2 or better weapons to hit; half 
ve i cold, magical fire, gas; no damage from 
ty, nonmagical fire, or poison; 21 Intelligence 
lunity to Ist-3rd level iljusions. 
© Gabberslug can. communicate with any ee, teles 


“pathically. 


5, eee ompous, destructive, selfish: Z 
» SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: bag of holding full of into? 


Speti=Like aBmumnes C/rouni o will, cre FoR: 
alter self, bind, call lightning, chill 1 touch, darkness 15=foot 


~-radius, ‘detect invisibility (always active), distance distor 


~sect, infravision, invisibility, OW: aan 
_ tive), mirrorimage, lection from go 


‘without error, web, 
~ = Loexrion: Court-of Woe. ‘on the Negative Energy. ~ 
Plane (the entrance isa portal in the Lower Ward). 
~ Role-PLavine: Though he: can communicate telepath= 
ically, Gabberslug enjoys Liimeneretabaees speech, 


I don't know how much longer I can go on. 


My nightly attacks on the portals of the city leave 
me spent. I sleep most days away, hiding in this grubby hole 
until nightfall, when I prowl the streets once more. So many 
doors to close, to destroy. They call out to me — glowing or- 
ange in the deep violet light of antipeak. Only my ey 
see them so clearly. They're what made my mission clear. 
My ugly, mismatched eyes — one black, one blue — were a 
gift to a century of Expansionist descendants, our chance to 


can 


finally strike back at the Lady. Each door I close, | slam in 
her f 


I'm losing myself to this mission. [am only what | do. 1 
forget to eat. I've forgotten my name. So many times have | 
scrawled an X — the symbol of my adopted name, the 
Grixitt — at the scenes of my crimes, I cannot remember any 
other, My previous life is destroyed. Like everything else. 

But the Lady was not as successful in ridding the planes 
of the Expansionists as she thought. When she exiled our 
beloved Factol Timlin into a Maz 


e and forced us from Sigil, 


her attack only strengthened the bonds of the remaining 
group. Some say we fled to Ysgard like children, but | know 
better, for in that realm of Vanaheim we shared only hatred 
of the Lady — never fear. That was a thousand years ago. 
They're all dead now, I'm told, and the Lady has no doubt 
forgotten. But | am here, and I haven't. 

Iam the last of my breed, like the night-digging grixitts 
of Ysgard, small black-furred mammals hunted to extinction 
for their warming pelts. But I'll not be caught so easily. 
When / lurk at night, | hide within fitted layers of black 
clothing, a cloth scarf wrapped around the bottom of my 
tight black hood — nothing but eyes and nose. I have often 
unwound my scarf to use as a rope, Soft leather slippers si- 
lence my footfalls. The magical ring on my left hand makes 
me a poor target. 

I wear fingerless gloves, ready to climb up and over 
anything at a moment's notice to make my escape. Each day 
I hang from my doorway by my fingertips for as long as | 
can to build their strength. | have no other protection but 
stealth. And | am a petitioner with no hope for rebirth if 
slain here. 

They are all against me. Ramander the Wise (PI/¢ 
human/M18/Fated/NE) wants to kill me — each portal | close 
is one less he can sell, The shrewish fiend Shemeshka and all 
of the bullying factions — except the Anarchists and their 
cordial gate-seeker Lissandra — want to put an end to my 
“annoying pranks” that disrupt travel and trade routes. And, 
of course, there is the Lady of Pain. I don’t know why she 
lets me go on. If she thinks me insignificant, she is mistaken. 
Perhaps she thinks this fire will burn itself out. 
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But my flame 
will continue to 
flare wildly. My attacks 
are random and without 
end. Some nights I 
strike directly at the 
bounded space of 
portals — brick- 
ing up a door- 
way in an 
alley, setting 

a wooden 
armoire 
aflame, chop- 
ping down a 
twisted arch of 
razorvine. 
Other nights | 
merely close 
popular 

doors tem- 
porarily 

with my 
planar 

wards — 

one spoken 
word, and the door 
stays shut for 
weeks. | gathered 

a number of 

wards on 

Ysgard and now 
the portals I 
destroy 
yield 
more, 
their 


ing 
it pos- 
sible ‘ 
for my work 
to continue. 
It's as if the 
doors them- 
selves want 
me to succeed. 
It appears someone 
else does as well. Pack- 
ages containing tools of 
destruction have begun 
to appear on my doorstep 
— axes, torches, bricks, 
blades — left while I sleep 
during daylight. Four days 
ago I awoke from a fitful 
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dream to hear rustling noises directly outside my door. 
I froze in panic and then could not stand it a moment 
longer. I flung open the door, ran down the street and 
up a tree before looking back. A peach-skinned gith- 
yanki ran in the opposite direction. She dropped a 
bundle she was carrying and it made a terrific metal 
clanging as it hit the cobblestones of the street. An 
hour later, a bariaur noticed my package and 
took it away for himself. Though my door was 
open, | hid in the tree's branches till nightfall. 

I don't have much contact with others. I do need 
to support myself, though, so on occasion I don bright 
garb and face the light of day (the headaches from my 
squinting are maddening) to sit at the Speckled Rat 
tavern. No one knows me by name there, but the ale- 
smith recognizes my silver pieces. He sends primes 
and planars alike to me for the only current portal- 
maps in the Cage. Between the doors that appear at 
the Lady's whim, those that close at my own, and 
those that shift from corner to corner like a pick- 
pocket, it's not easy to keep up to date. I'm often still 
crossing portals off a map as a new customer walks up 
to my table. 

There are times — though rare — that | encounter 
bystanders while I'm in the midst of a kill. Usually, 
it's a hapless group of adventurers who stumble upon 
me as | take too long to close a door (relishing the bit- 
tersweet taste). If | cannot flee, my only defense is to 
bargain. Sometimes I buy their silence with coin; more 
often [ agree to block or destroy a portal of their 
choosing. Celestials send me after portals to the Lower 
Planes. Fiends invariably target doors to the Upper 
Planes. Faction members call for the death of a strate- 
gic portal in the grip of a rival faction. 

But | feel panic growing inside me whenever | am 
distracted from my task for any length of time. And it 
grows harder now for me to rest during the day. My 
mind churns with thoughts. It's as if the dead Expan- 
sionists have crowded into my skull, poking me with 
sharp sticks, urging me to hurry, calling out “Remem- 
ber Timlin! The Lady must pay!” These dead voices 
call not for expansion but for containment. I sit up in 
my bed and wait for night to fall. Then I wrap myself 
in black and go outside to tell the Lady that her City 
of Doors is closing. 


- Alluvius Ruskin (pg. 86). 


= Quick Chant 
The Grixitt * 
(Pe/? human/TI/N) 
~ AC 2 (ring, Dex); MV 12; hp-7; THACO 20; +AT OS 
~ Dmg 1d3+1 Gists, Str); SA backstab (x2), Strength 
bonus; SD climbing, sees portals, spell immunities; 
SW bound to Ysgard; SM 6 feet tall); ML teGatie 
(18); XP-35_ 
Source: Puantscars<Campaign Setting Gots 
tion on petitioners). 
Notes: SA-Strength grants +l-to damage r rolls; 
SD-climbs any surface as if she had rope and 
tools; automatically sees any portal‘in Sigil; as a 
petitioner, healing and necromantic spells. 
(whether harmful or beneficial) have no effect on 
her; +2 to-all saves due to ring of protection. = 
~SW-as a petitioner of Yagard, the Grixiw will 
be permanently destroyed if killed while off that 
~ plane, - 
~~ 816, D18, C 10,112, W10, Ch 8. 
NALITY: Obsessive, paranoid. 

‘SPECIAL EQUIPMENT; planar wards, ring of protec~ 
tion +4. (Planar wards are marblelike stone blocks 
formed by destroyed portals of Sigil. The Grixitt's _ 
wards-come in sets-of four. When placed around.’ 
an area and activated with a command word, the 
wards prevent portals from opening within the 
boundary. Only a second command word may de- 
activate the wards; otherwise, the portal can't be 
used for 1d4 weeks even if the wards are taken 
away.) 
= Tuter antirries PP 30, OL 28, F/RT 10, MS 40, ps: 
40, DN 35, CW.80, RLO. 
<= Location: selling maps and information at the 
Speckled Rat tavern (in the Lower Ward), or skulk- 
ing about at night destroying portals. 

Rote-PLAvino: The Grixitt is so driven that she's 
lost herself in pursuit of her mission. She seems a 
bit shell-shocked and is surprised by contact with 
others, always trying to avoid such meetings by — 
looking down or away from people. When forced 
into an encounter, the usually silent Grixitt bar- 
gains feverishly and nervously to bring an end to 
the meeting, offering options in quick succession. 

Comsat: The Grixitt avoids combat at all costs, 
fearing a premature end to her life's (and death's) 
work. If she can’t bargain her-way out of a situa~ 
tion, she'll try to escape by any means possible, 
often losing pursuit in a frantic chase through 
streets and across rooftops. : 

Ske Also: Leyruss Arn (pg. 122), Djhek'nlarr 

- (pg, 24), Lissandra the Gate-seeker (pq. 60), and 


HARYS HA+CHIS 


A body visiting Sigil for found at home. He eats out for 
any length of time is every meal, researching, circu- 
bound to run into the lating, and sustaining himself 
mouthpiece of business, Harys all at the same time. Harys 
Hatchis — or, at least, to notice hits every eatery in town, from 
one of the promotions he runs Fortune’s Wheel to the Golden 
for his many and varied clients. Bariaur Inn, from Chirper’s to 
Thanks to this one small man, Imel’s Happy Tongue, from the 
the Cage is dotted with Speckled Rat pub to the Bottle 
vibrant posters, noisy with & Jug, Restaurant and tavern 
songsters touting sales, owners often seat him at the 
crisscrossed by runners largest table in the place, even 
delivering handbills, and when he shows up alone. They 
even occasionally showered know that sooner or later the 
with leaflets from flying blurbist'll have company — 
staffers. For his more exu- other lone diners invited to 
berant promotions, Harys sit at his table, passer-by 
turns to his spellbook, friends he waves in fora 
using pyrotechnics to an- quick chat, or clients and em- 
nounce a sale on Jeena ployees looking for him with 
Ealy's works at the Parted questions. When he enters a 
Veil, or an unseen servant place, Harys often laughs to 
to lead folks to the golden the owner, “Say, business is 
cider at the Greengage. looking up,” referring to his 
More than a few Cagers've tendency to draw a crowd and 
shaken their heads or hinting that he's got some 
laughed out loud, exclaim- hing new promotional 
ing, “Oh, that Harys!” for their business, 
when a gargantuan cinna- As befits a son of two 
mon tart (trumpeting the tailors and a man who 
expansion of Hiland Pas- knows the importance of 
tries) hovered over their image, Harys wears only 
neighborhood. And the best clothing. He's 
most everyone knew always seen in a billowy 
who was asking for a silk shirt and a small fit- 
date when a huge ques- ted vest that’s richly em- 
tion mark followed the broidered with a map of 
fiery tiefling Kylie around Sigil. He wears a variety of 
town for a few days. narrow pants and pointed 
Harys loves to do boots, however, depending 
things big, but he works out on which clients he'll be 
of an inconspicuous brick seeing on any particular day. 
building tucked away in the For the more serious, he 
Market Ward, the same kip stays monotone; for the more 
where his parents ran their tai- eccentric, he favors jewel-tone 
loring shop. Here, he oversees the brocade, patchwork, or even the 
six artists and scribes that put his lofty odd sculptural effect of strips of 
ideas to paper. They're a loyal, overworked leather wrapped around each leg. 
lot. Harys is a perfectionist who de- ‘Course, he has to make quick 
mands the best in every- changes of dress for the unex- 
thing associated with his pected drop-in, or on days 
name, but he freats his when a morning meeting with 
staff like family. the Harmonium is followed by 
The building also lunch with Wooly Cupgrass. 
contains Harys's sleeping Harys is a thin but ex- 
quarters, but he's seldom tremely vital man with a bald 


head that shines like a beacon. 
His face is triangular in 
shape, his wide forehead bal- 
anced by the tapered “V" of 
his short auburn beard. He's 
got large, crinkly blue eyes 
accented with deep laugh 
lines (from all that chatting 
with customers), a pug nose, 
and a small mouth 
that seems stuck in a 
crooked smile. It's this 
knowing half-grin that 
often makes the peery accuse Harys of being up to something. 

And he usually always does have something going. A new 
way to hawk the mephit-run shop Parts &€ Pieces, a Mercykiller 
slogan guaranteed to strike fear in the hearts of cross-traders, or 
a tear-stained plea for Black Marian to sing public ballads pro- 
moting his clients (she always refuses) — Harys is as driven as a 
goristro in the Blood War. But what motivates him isn't ambition, 
not a need for more jink (he's rolling in it) or a campaign for re- 
ect (he's got that in spades). It’s a simple need for reveng 

Harys is chased by memories of the death of his parents, the 
bankrupting of the family business, and the termination of his 
six-year career — and all of it can be traced back to the bureau- 
jes of the Clerk's Ward. First, Harys was fired (unfairly, he 

ys) from a promising job at the Hall of Information. Next, a 
cancelled order for uniforms from the Hall of Speakers sent his 
family’s tailoring shop into a financial hole. Finally, a mistaken 
tax assessment by the Hall of Records caused his parents to de- 
clare bankruptcy and eventually die paupers. Harys vowed that 
he'd never be as vulnerable as they were, that he'd always be the 
one with the j 

And he is, But when the fast-talking blood doesn’t keep 
himself absolutely busy with clients, he’s consumed with bit- 
terness, Being neither violent nor rash, he carefully hires third 
parties to harass folks in the Clerk's Ward. Some of his berks 
make phony appointments at the Hall of Information, lousing up 
the daily schedules; others alter, misplace, or destroy financial 
files at the Hall of Records; and a few cast audible glamer or 
silence in the Hall of Speakers, keeping the high-ups from their 
precious debates. Fact is, nothing in the Clerk's Ward is safe 
from Harys’s anger — he even hires berks to disturb the sensory 
performances in the Sensate's Civic Festhall with stinkweed or 
continual darkness spells, Once he even went so far as to pay 
Bleaknik artists Morvun and Phineas to play their loud, dreary 
music directly outside a concert. 

‘Course, all that most folks know about Harys is that he'll 
promote anyone or anything; no job's too big or too small. A 
swordsman eager to set up a weapons training camp, a wizard 
looking for takers for a trip to Pandemonium, or a Dustmen 
minstrél trying to corner the market on eulogies — give Harys a 
little time, and he'll spread their names and faces throughout the 
Cage. A body who puts his trust in Harys’ll soon find he’s 
almost as well known in Sigil as the slick wizard himself. 
Almost. 


HARYS HA+CH 


Harys Hatchis 
(P1/S- human/M8/Free League/NG) 


‘AC 10; MV 12; hp 30; THACO.18; *AT 1; Dmg 


~ 1d4 (dagger); SD Charisma bonus; SW fac- 


tion restriction; SZ M (5 feet tall); ML steady 
12); XP.2,000: - 

Notes: SD—gains +5 teaction adjustment 
to encounters due to Charisma, 

SW-As an Indep, | Harys has no repre- 


sentative in any official city business, and 


therefore has few protected rights. 

$10, D12, Cll, 115, W 14, Ch 16, 

PERSONALITY: gregarious, energetic, in- 
spired. 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: dagger, deck of illu= 
sions, rod of absorption. 

FACTION ABILITIES: gains +2 10 saves vs. 


any attempt to control his mind; gets 20% 
“discount on items purchased in Sigil's 


Great Bazaar; connected to Indep under- 
ground network of information. 

SPELLS (4/3/3/2): Ist—-charm person, hyp~ 
nofism, message, unseen servant; 2nd—invisi~ 
bility, misdirection, pyrotechnics; 3rd—fly, 
haste, spectral force; 4th—hallucinatory ter~ 
rain, polymorph other. 

Location: his shop in the Market Ward 
or anyplace in Sigil (especially restaurants 
and taverns). 

ROLE=PLAYING: Harys is a boisterous 
hand-shaker, very enthusiastic and sponta~ 
neous — someone who talks right up close 
to’a berk’s face. Still, he's warm andisin~ 
cere, never coming across as a snake~oil 
salesman. And he's unflappable ~ nothing 
seems to catch him off guard or throw him 
for a loop. ra 

Comsar: Not a agra fighter, ciarya tries 


to talk or bargain his way out of trouble, ° 


apologizing and making amends even if 
he's not at fault. If this tactic fails, he uses 
spells or magical items to escape the 
encounter. 

“© SEE ALSO: A‘kin (pg: '8), Black Hees, 
(pg. 12), Kesto Brighteyes (pg. 16), Cirily (pg: 
20), Wooly Cupgrass (pg. 22), Judge Gab- 
berslug (pg. 38), larmid (pg. 46), Kylie (pg. 
56), Morvun and Phineas (pg. 68), Sea- 
musxanthuszenus (pg. 92), Setus (pg, 124), 
Stone and Cog (pg. 124), and Yiem (pg. 116). 


IARMID 


Directly across 
the street from 
the Great 
Gymnasium — headquar- 
ters of the Transcendent 
Order and mecca for those 
seeking enlightenment, relaxation, or neutral ground — 
stands a domed, white marble building known as The Other 
Place. It was built to be a lush welcoming and reception area 
for guests before they went into the Gym proper. Problem 
was, no one wanted to cool his heels there for long. Not with 
the big enticing Gym right across the street. 

The welcoming hall soon closed. ‘Course, every Cipher 
and his brother had a hot idea for what might work better in 
the building (they're big on ideas). The best was a temple to 
an ex-factol of the Ciphers; the worst ranged from All 
Things Slaad to Xax's Big Bag of Beans. But none were suc- 
cessful. Then an aasimar named larmid moved in. 

Tarmid was a master masseur at the Great Gym who 
watched day in and day out as eager non-Ciphers lost their 
appointments to faction members. Sure, they booked their 
rubdowns, salt baths, and martial arts classes weeks in ad- 
vance, but, often as not, a Cipher came along at the last 
minute and just took the slot — one of the perks of faction 
membership, larmid figured that his comrades were missing 
out on a lot of jink just because they couldn't get past serv- 
ing themselves first. 

In typical faction fashion (in other words, without a 
moment's hesitation), the aasimar grabbed some towels 
and his rubdown table — dumping a surprised Cipher 
onto the floor — and stood by the appointment 
desk of the Gym. The next berk who 
came in to find his slot'd been 
taken by a Cipher was led by 
larmid to the domed hall 
across the street. Days later, 
the customer returned to 
the Gym for another treat- 
ment, but he said he 
wanted to go to that other 
place, 

Coins began to pour 
into the aasimar's pock- 
ets, and he hired and 
painstakingly trained 
assistants to have a 
considerate manner and 
an eye for detail — Bleak 
Cabalists need not apply. 
One day, Cipher Factol 
Rhys herself came to see 
Tarmid for a quick rubdown; 
hours later, she was amazed to 
find herself lingering in the 
building. With the factol’s 
backing, the aasimar made extensive 


renovations. He 
even hired Harys 
Hatchis to give his 
business a refined and 
distinctive name, but chant in the ward doggedly labeled it 
“the other place.” For a touch of levity (and the sake of re- 
ferrals), Harys counseled him to let the name stick, 
larmid has not had to compromise much else. Clever 
and creative, he runs his business as he sees fit. Every detail 
flows from larmid himself, from the way a client's greeted 
(with whatever language, customs, and demeanor’s most ap- 
propriate for her race and social standing) to the way she 
leaves (with clothes and equipment scrubbed clean and her 
arms full of sample products). 
larmid greets all first-time customers personally (and, 
of course, any regulars who ask for him). When he moves, 
the tall, striking aasimar seems to skim just above the cool 
white marble floor. The strawberry-blond mane that encir- 
cles his face (a sign of his father, a leonal guardinal prince 
from Elysium) wafts about like cornsilk in a breeze. larmid 
wears overlapping layers of filmy robes; the garments com- 
bine to form an opaque pattern of blue sky dotted with 
white cumulus clouds. His tawny skin is completely smooth 
and poreless — fact is, his whole face seems to glow, its com- 
pletely symmetrical features giving the aasimar a balanced, 
serene look. 
Most folks jump to the conclusion that Iarmid couldn't 
help but be calm and radiant, given his daily surroundings, 
but it’s the other way around: The atmosphere of The 
Other Place mirrors his personality. 
Basically, the inside’s a huge, 
circular expanse of white marble 
— clean, cool, smooth, and 
simple — and the building's 
four-story-high ceiling 
gives the large space an 
open, airy feeling. In the 
middle of the ceiling is 
a domed skylight, be- 
neath which is cen- 
tered a large, warm, 
round pool sur- 
rounded by neat piles 
of white towels. The 
pool is ringed by 
eight smaller round 
pools (for therapeutic 
baths), which are in 
turn encircled by adjoin- 
ing, walled treatment 
rooms arranged like spokes 
of a wheel around the 
perimeter of the building. 
These thirty-odd rooms 
are comfortable, secluded 
spaces, some bathed only in 


+464 


candlelight, others by the bright glow of a tankful of light 
aasimon. ‘Course, the loudest sounds heard anyplace in the 
building are echolike murmurs, sighs, and the tinkle of wind 
chimes barely brushed by the breeze of an air mephit — he 
keeps the place fresh and well-circulated. 

larmid’s likewise soothing, centered, soft-spoken, and 
light of touch. He doesn’t toss the chant with customers, ex- 
cept to ask about a client’s comfort. When he performs a 
massage himself, he uses his cool hands in a gentle but 
thorough manner and speaks in hushed, hypnotic tones 
(“Feel yourself mellliliting into the table . . .”), larmid’s 
especially pleased when a client drifts off; he leaves 
them to nap, checking back from time to time like a 
concerned father. 

The aasim also busy behind the scenes, 
silently making the rounds of the place, making sure 
everything is just so, Many are the times he cleans up 
after the cleaning crew, or seamlessly steps in to take 
over a treatment when he feels an assistant's not doing 
his best. But not even the most regular customers 
have ever seen larmid riled by anything. 

Once welcomed, every client's taken down a 
corridor directly off the front entrance to a private 
room where she gets undressed. Here, all customers don 
the same style of soft, thick, white robe and slippers 
(sized and altered according to each race). What's more, 
they must divest themselves of all weapons and urges to 
use magic. Just in case a berk doesn't play fair, silent but 
muscular guards — bariaur and equinal guardinals — are 
stationed throughout. 

The idea is to make everyone equal in appearance and 
power so that all can relax. During a visit, a sod can have 
as much or as little contact with others as she likes, flipping 
up the deep hood of the robe if she wishes to remain 
anonymous. What's more, all treatment rooms can be made 
fully private with a wall of iron or wall of stone. 

Treatments are designed to help rid the mind of stress 
and the body of wounds and impurities in order to bring 
the two more in line with each other. Most clients are 
weary adventurers who've seen too much of the planes 
and are in need of healing and a great deal of cleaning 
up. Others are high-ups of Sigil with the weight of 
Mount Celestia on their shoulders who could do with 
some pampering. ‘Course, Sensates just love the treat- 
ments at The Other Place, geared as they are to pleas- 
ing the senses. 

The treatments fall into five categories. First come 
the cleansing and therapeutic baths in one of the nine 
round pools. The water ranges from hot and churning to 
warm and calm to cool and cleansing. Various pools con- 
tain mineral salts, scented oils, diluted holy water, and 
even a touch of acid for encrusted scales, No matter 
where a body takes a dip here, the bath’s a languid, 
restorative experience. Berks who can’t quite wake up 
afterward are led to a treatment room for an invigo- 
rating, icy shower. 


+47% 


Second are the popular skin treatments, which include scale 
scraping, fur grooming, and wing smoothing. During each stage of 
the process, a steam mephit releases clouds of moisture to soften a 
body's exterior and purge impurities. A chamomile-soaked cloth 
strip is draped over the client's eyes (or nearest approximation). Then 
come sweet cleansing lotions massaged into the skin with goat-hair 
brushes, tri-colored mud packs to bring the skin to equilibrium, salt 
and oil rubs, Thuinn seaweed wraps, or marathon sessions of fur 
ing (done with the lightest of touches). 
w, and talon treatments are simi- 
it in cushioned, throne- 
like chairs, lower their feet into 
S Source: PS. MCI: a attached footbaths, and 

* = SD=+1 bonus to surprise checks TS drink from mugs of 
= “bonus to saves vs, any kind of chart fei herbal tea — when 

their hands are free, of 
course. The staff member 
clips, sharpens (if desired), 
and polishes, 
smooths out skin 
callouses with a 

pumice stone, 

applies heated lotions, 
and brings the treatment to a 
close with a limb-mellowing 
massage. 

For those in need of a different kind of attention, larmid offers 
healing, body realignment, and acupuncture. He's got a standing 
appointment with Autochon the Bellringer; the berk lugs around so 
much heavy armor that he needs regular, stomach-jolting spinal 
4 tweaks. The aasimar’s treatments can also help a wounded sod re- 
fects (a save with no: bonus Fr lowed = cover from minor injuries and poisons. His cervidal guardinal as- 
spells and etleaie insta nt sistant, a furry, satyrlike cutter named Laenis (Pl/d guardinal 
(cervidal]/HD 4+2/NG), has a touch that instantly heals all poison or 
contamination. Laenis is also adept at si ing quill spines — they're 
more flexible than needles, he claims — into a body in just the right 
spots to relieve tension. 

Finally, the most popular service available at The Other Place is 
the full body massage, said to make even a yugoloth purr. larmid's 
a master of the technique, but a basher can't lose even with an as- 
sistant — four-armed reaves, all. In a darkened room, the client lays 

in a thick, heated towel on a padded table. The white-clad masseuse 
applies a scented oil and begins rubbing in a gentle, hypnotic pat- 
tern. An hour later, the staffer murmurs “thank you” and wraps the 
client in a soft, warm blanket, leaving her to drift away peacefully 
like a spirit in the Deep Ethereal. A massage connoisseur might also 
choose a feather-stroking from a winged lillend or a silk or suede 
glove-brushing. 

Some Cagers like to look down on The Other Place, quick to 
dismiss the importance of larmid’s business. They don't see a need 
for such leisure or pleasure, and besides, similar services are offered 
in the Great Gym right across the street. But larmid is earnest and 

serious, confident that he meets an essential need. A Cipher through 

and through, the aasimar knows that if thought and action are to be 

united, a body’s got to be centered — sound of mind and flesh — with 
no distractions. 


WAT 1; Ding 1d6 (quarterstafP); SA spells; SD. 
‘ion .60 feet, saving 4 throw cial 
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It is with Great Pleasure that we announce the 
: Adventurers’ Special 


_ 'The Pool of Radiance — 


A ——— soak in bubbling water from the sweetest depths of | cen 
warmed by luxurious light from the brilliant plane of Radiance. 


Glistening Steam Rub — = 
Our mephit will steam the poisons from your skin, leaving it | dewy soft, followed by your 
choice of lotions: Peryroyl's Vanilla, Baatorian Hrewater blend, or Lunia coral gel. 


Hand or Foot Massage 


Enjoy a blend of sugar teas. from the slopes of Arborea while we file, trim, and scrape 
your nails. Or lose yourself in a soothingly warm mudpack. — 


Gentle Body Streiching — - = : 
Shields, helmets, and heavy mail can make the sturdiest basher droop over time. 
Let Iarmid himself gently put right the corre done your weary body. Listen for the pop! 


=  Reave Rubdown 
| othe 2 crowning touch, performed by on of our four-armed masters. Our tained: masseuse 
will knead your sore muscles until you re as soft and sloose as a chewed mOCOIe: 


guaranteed to —4 
 pealy M Soe q 


Bring this a to larmid for a free bath! — HH. 


The Lady of Pain does not keep 
the peace in Sigil. I do. 

You, no doubt, swear that it is the Lady who ensures 
the symmetry of Sigil, that her power — 
of it — prevents every ambitious villain this side of the 
Prime from marshalling an army and taking the Cage. I 
allow that deception to continue; it serves my purposes. But 
the Lady is a mere wick guard, a candle snuff who smothers 
the flame once it begins to burn too brightly. Mine are the 
fingers that shape the wax; mine are the fingers that melt it 
again. No fires catch the Lady's eye save those lit by my 
own hand. 


or the merest threat 


You don't believe me. | can see it in your thoughts; 
such is my power. But why should you? You, who accept the 
illusion — the delusion — of free will? Nothing you do can 
make a difference in the multiverse. Whatever you build, I 
destroy; whatever you destroy, I rebuild. Granted, time may 
pass between your action and mine, enough even to blind 
you to the relationship between them, But I bring Balance to 
all things, tempering law and chaos, good and evil; when 
one force rises, its opposite too must be lifted so that both 
are equal. | am the truest sentinel of neu- 
trality. | am an argenach. | am rilmani. 

For a moment, you consider the 
truth of my words, then you 
guess that | am a liar or a fool, 
drunk on the heady ale served 
here at Fortune's Wheel. But I 
am neither, | am an observer, 


amused in equal measures by 
the wealthy and the needy who 
wager their futures on the spin 
of the gambling wheel; is not 
blind chance the greatest 
leveller? 

Let me share my real name with you, if only to 
hear its lustrous syllables spoken once 
again: Jemorille, known to some as 
the Exile — an ugly term, incorrectly 
applied, for my presence in this city 
is of my own free will. 

Attend my words: My record on 
the Prime Material Plane speaks for it 
balanced the forces of good and evil on a world 
called Oerth by creating — and then bringing 
about the destruction of — a temple dedicated 
to elemental evil. (Was the fault mine that 
an Abyssal lord survived to bedevil the 
countryside?) In the rolling greens of 
Athas, | counseled the halfling Rajaat 
in the ways of magic, so that he 


might restore the world to his forsaken 
brethren. (Could I have foreseen the abuses of 
power that despoiled the planet?) And on Toril, | 
united for the first time the warring kingdoms of 
Faerin by giving them a common foe. (Is my achieve- 
ment sullied by the word I planted in the Khahan’s ear that 
impelled him to raze the continent with his barbarian horde?) 

As usual, the aurumachs took note of my accomplish- 
ments. They demanded that | return to the Outlands, to the 
Spire, from whence I was dispatched to this City of Doors for 
a special purpose, There is an odd term known to those here, 
pes your mind's grasp: kriegstanz, or 
the mad, constant struggle of factions competing to claim 
the heart and soul of Sigil. To these factions | apply weights 
and counterweights, playing one against another against 
another, until all are so laden with intrigue that none can 


one that no doubt esca 


clearly rise above any other. 
In this way, | control the/entire city, for it is my suble 


machinations that 
lift a cross- 
trading 
scum to 


power and knock him down again; that develop items 

of magic for one faction and the means to block them for 

another; that hide a murderer from the law or allow him to 
be captured. It is indeed within the Lady's power to punish 
those who offend her, but it is within my power to prevent 
the offender from coming to her attention — or to prevent 

the offense from ever taking place at all. And so, the Lady 

is as much my tool as the mute dabus are hers. 

The Lady is but one of my puppets. There is another, 

a jackal-headed fiend known to some as Shemeshka the 
Marauder. I push and pull her like a rag doll, even as she 
foolishly considers me a mere worker in her employ. She 
knows me as the sleek male tiefling named Colcook, a 
fawning groomer-guard beset with the singularly vacuous 
task of standing close by with her polished mirror should 
she wish to gaze upon herself. And she does, of course; 
her ego knows no bounds. But it is an easy deception to 
maintain. After all, did not you yourself believe the illu- 
sion, before I revealed the truth to your bedazzled eyes? 

The fiend does regard me with some esteem and often 
sets me to work as her spy; my incredible talents in- 
known to her — allow me to succeed where others 
Imagine the power of a spy who can transform himself into 
the shape of any being, who can vanish from one spot 
and reappear in another, who can walk the streets unseen 
by all eyes, who can warp reality with suggestion and 
illusion? 

Do you know me? Could you describe me? | think 
not; Lam a thousand beings. | masquerade as a single 
thread in Shemeshka estry of guards and spies, but it 
is | who use her secrets to control the Balance of this city, 


I who pull the strings of power 
Zi thi ti 


even as she sits, ignorant, on 
the throne. The irony of 
ion never ceases to amuse me; I 
control Shemeshka — and so many others — by 
allowing her to think she controls me. 

That fiendish conflict 
known as the Blood War is an- 
other of my fancies. The truth is, I kee 
going, eternally balancing one 
the other. I“ t” the 
as he arms baatezu and tanar'ri 
alike. He hopes the two evils 

might eventually anni- 
hilate each other, and is surprised at his success to date. He 
Should be. It has nothing to do with him. 
During my successful forays onto the Prime, | learned 
of a game called chess — much removed from the 
baser games played out nightly here in Fortune's 
Wheel — in which lords wage subtle war through 
the strategic manipulation of lesser beings. | 
have found no comparison to my own situa- 
tion more apt. So, please — feel free to make 
your next move. The last move is always 
mine. 


- Quick Chant 
Jemorille the Exile 
(Pl/s argenach/HD 9/N) 


AC —1; MV 15; HD 9: hp 57; THACO 11 (8 w/thrown 
‘dagger; 6 w/sword: 5 w/held dagger), *AT 2. (beams) 
or | (dagger or short sword); Dmg 1d4+10 (held dag= 
ger, Str) or 2d413 (thrown dagger) or 1d6¥9 (short 
sword, Str); SA beams, spells, Strength bonus; SD +3 
weapons to hit, immunities, lay on hands; MR 55%; 
SZ M (7-feet talD; ML genre 6); Int genius 285 
XP 16,000. 

Source: PS cll. 

Notes: SA—projects silvery beams of light from 
hands, causing 1d20 points of damage each and | 
striking as an energy form capable of harming the 
target; 19 Strength grants +3 to attack and +7 to 
damage in melee: Xe 

SD=half damage from acid, gas, and poison; no 
damage from electricity; can lay on hands (1/day) as 
the heal spell (curing a maximum of 36 points of 
damage). 

~ PERSONALITY: arrogant, condescending. 

Speciat EQUIPMENT: dagger of throwing +3, short 
sword of quickness +2. 

SPELL-Like Apmis (/round unless otherwise 

noted): advanced illusion, cone of cold (causes 
9da4+9 points of damage, 3/day), continual light or 
darkness, detect magic, detect invisibility, dismissal, 
ESP, fly, gate (1/day, 75% chance of success: 1d4 fer- 
ES rumachs [60%] or 1 argenach {40%]), geas (1/week), 
hallucinatory terrain, hold monster, invisibility, 
know alignment (always active), legend lore (/day), 
mass charm, mirror image, polymorph self, pris 
matic spray (1/day), slow, solid fog, Suaagetion, tele~ 
port without error, wall of fire. 

Location: anywhere in Sigil (inany guise), but 
often attending to Shemeshka the Marauder at For~ 
tune'’s Wheel: (as her groomer-guard Colcook), 

Rote-PLavinc: As Colcook, Jemorille is bombastic, 
haughty, and catty (making spiteful remarks about ° 
others under his breath). He tries to manipulate 
others with subtlety, but he's sometimes more obvi- 
ous than he realizes. 

ComBAT: Jemorille considers most beings be~ 
neath his contempt, hardly worth the time or 
trouble to fight. If pressed, he prefers to use the 
more common spell-like powers of suggestion or il- 
‘lusion at his disposal (invisibility, mass charm, and 
so forth), rather than use his greater powers and 
risk exposure of his true form. 

See Atso: Farrow (pg. 32), Koe (pg. 52), Rule-of- 
Three (pg. 84), Shemeshka the Marauder (pg, 96), 
and Xideous (pg. 114): 


K@E 


“We have no inkling of Koe’s whereabouts. 
Nor do we care. Our host fights on without 
him, in harmony and service to our lord Anhur. 
Koe once served at our side, but he had his own ideas. 

Now he is alone — deservedly so. He no longer serves any 
power. What is an asuras without his brethren? Without 
commands to obey? A rogue — aimless. A waste. More's the 
pity. 

“Koe must have harbored some unseen taint. Mighty 
Absalom led us in constant charges against the baatezu and 
tanar'ri. For some strange reason, it affected Koe. He saw 
many asuras and aasimon die (a great honor) and said there 
had to be a better way. As if he perceived something the rest 
of us missed. But he couldn't keep his tongue. Some self-de- 
structive urge made him trumpet his grand scheme — get the 
fiends to kill each other off. As if we weren't doing the job 
well enough! 

“He was dogged in his campaign. He forced us to turn 
our backs on him. Of course, the haughty aasimon hadn't 
even the pity to pretend to listen. So, Koe has had his come- 
uppance. We do not know where he is, but he is most as- 
suredly alone. He no doubt regrets his folly, with little to do 
but plume his feathers.” 


— Vulpecula, an asuras in 
service to Anhur 


| has shown me a number of upper-planar beings who 
feel as | do, who think the Blood War fighting must be kept 
to the Lower Planes, Let the fiends destroy their own lands 
along with each other, 

“Just look at the Slags, the worst part of the worst part 
of Sigil. See what happens when the baatezu and tanar'ri 
find their way to a place. It was millennia ago that a tempo- 
rary portal opened a path between a Gray Waste battle- 
ground and the Hive Ward. The tanar'ri decided it must be a 
message — that there must be something special in Sigil for 
them, perhaps a magical weapon. The baatezu also sought 
this shiny new toy. But no such item existed. The two armies 
decimated the Hive for six weeks and then abandoned it, 
like stirges deserting a desiccated corpse. 

“The war also spills over into Outlands towns — partic- 
ularly tiny, defenseless ones — whenever a fiendish high-up 
feels a little wanderlust in his cold bones. Tir na Og, for ex- 
ample, suffered at the hands of the tanar’ri captain Za'rafas, 
and the fiend’s death only compounded the woe: More 
troops came from the Abyss to avenge the losses. 

“Perhaps worst of all, an entire layer of the Abyss — 
Twelvetrees — was named for the violent capture and bloody 
sacrifice of 12 devas. Why this shocking act of unparalleled 
evil? Only so that the tanar'ri might gain magical power for 
use against the baatezu, 

“And so I have gathered around me those who would 
provide the fiends with the instruments of their own de- 
struction. We arm both the baatezu and tanar’ri and then 


stand back. 
Fully supplied, they've no reason to 
take their skirmishes elsewhere. If nothing else, perhaps 
one force will truly destroy the other. And that would make 
our own battle against the Lower Planes that much easier. 

“I know that these . . . shady dealings are well justified 
by the noble end they will bring.” 


— Koe, a rogue asuras 


“I can't say when Koe first landed in the Cage, but it didn't 
take long for him to figure out who could get things done 
for him — me. I'm not afraid to get messy. I'm more of a re- 
alist than Koe, so | deal with the daily goings-on. That 
means choosing arms-makers, wigwagging with adventur- 
ers about toting shipments back and forth, coordinating 
schedules with Estavan — the goings go on and on. | make 
sure things go smoothly and quietly, one way or another. 
But I don't ask for praise or recognition — just jink.” 


— Spiral Hal'oight, an aasimar 
in The Lady's Ward 


“Ah, that wing-flapper ain't so high-flying. I sat on a secret 
message he sent to that bear-berk Tripicus and shut down 
their whole operation for a while. Now they're afraid of me. 
Uppity celestials like him have it in for us tieflings anyway. 
Lately, Koe and his sods've sent their precious messages any 
way but by street courier. They get Black Marian to sing 
their secrets to folks who've got the ears to listen. And I've 
even seen them using astral streakers to flap messages 
around town (though they'd better not try to use any of my 
flock). 

“Half their notes get garbled, natch. Marian's musical 
codes're too tough for most berks to pierce, and astral 
streakers have a nasty way of getting caught in a spate of 
burning rain. They should've stuck with me.” 


~ Kylie, a tout 


“Of course, the operation managed by Cirily, Koe, and my- 
self is on the side of good. Of course it is. My guardinal 
comrades on Elysium do not balk at offering me what weap- 
ons they can spare, But my conscience troubles me as of 
late. | have most strongly urged Koe — who is predicated to 
acts of charity and goodwill in any case — to use the profits 
from our enterprise to make up for Blood War atrocities 
across the planes. 

“Not losses sustained by the fiends themselves, no. 
They deserve every ruin, every corpse. | speak of the good 
and innocent beings who found themselves victims though 
they wanted no part of the war, had done nothing. We fund 
the rebuilding of razed villages, aid the construction of 
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“A beautiful bird-man who looked like he'd been 
dipped in gold came to see us. He said 
he was good with jink and he 
had lots extra and we 

looked like we 


orphanages, and use the connec- 
tions of our arms network 
to send practical goods 
(a service bought 
from Estavan, 


who never might do with 
gives any- a bit of a 
thing for loan. 
free but Then 
grief). he 


winked 
so we 
knew we 
wouldn't 
really owe 
him anything. 
But this way, it 
wasn't just a 
pitiful handout, 
like we were a 
bunch of hopeless 
Knowledge is the bubbers. It was a 
most valuable thing loan. | liked him. He had 
I have to offer.” big wings that were green and gold and so 
sparkly that we had to squint when the sun came out from 

— Tripicus, an ursinal scholar behind the clouds. 


“I find 
the most plea- 
sure in sending 
along copies of my 
books on the Prime 
Material Plane. 
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“We walked him all through our burg, and he looked at 
it. What was left of it, my father said. The bird-man gave out 
silver pieces to all folks who could tell him for real what 
they needed to get back on their feet. When Grus said he 
needed fifty silvers to rebuild his kip, the bird-man’s fiery 
red eyes got dim. He knew Grus was a liar just by looking at 
him with those eyes. I liked that. 

“A while later, a big caravan of 
wagons came with boards and 
stones for building stuff and big 
sacks of grain and seed. Oh, there 
were also lots of heavy books that 
we used for kindling.” 


+ DEALING 
SELL ALL 


— Varyta Toth, of an Indep 
village laid waste by 
a fiendish clash 


“That nosy asuras was 
here again — another one 
of his surprise inspections, 
which always turn up nothing. He kept 
looking me in the eyes. ‘I just wanted to 
check the shipment for myself; he said. ‘Just to make 

sure everything is as it should be; he said. By the cut of my 
tusk, when has it not been? Whether the arms are channeled 
through Sigil or sent directly from the Upper Planes to the 
Lower, they have my mark on them — the mark of the Planar 
Trade Consortium. Success is guaranteed. 

“That taloned fool also shows up in Yeoman (as if my 
workers on Bytopia couldn't handle things) to pore over 
shipments before the caravans trek them down to the fiends. 
He pokes about, but neither he nor Cirily nor Tripicus actu- 
ally deliver anything. Bah! Those celestials wouldn't know 
how to hammer out an ironclad deal with the baatezu or 
keep the tanar'ri from skewering them alive. I marvel that 
they're able to make their operation work at all. Until I re- 
member that I'm the one really running it.” 


— Estavan, a merchant lord of the 
Planar Trade Consortium 


“I don’t want to run coins ‘round town for Zadara no more. 
When that sodding asuras takes the jink from me, | feel like 
he's a bright light shining right in my face, and everything 
is showing. Plus, he’s so blasted thankful and chipper, going 
on and on ‘bout the good cause and how many berks get 
helped and how he couldn't do it without Zadara’s money. 
It’s like he's trying to guilt the dark of it out 0° me. 

“Then | go back to the titan’s fancy case and she’s all 
eager to see if he took the jink. Which he always does. Then 
she always laughs about it. | hate her laugh. Zadara thinks 
it's great fun to fuel the Blood War. The longer it goes on, 
the more cash she makes — she’s got bags o’ secret jink tied 
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up with the upper-planar berks that forge the weapons. 

“I'd say at least half the stuff Koe buys puts coins right 
back in Zadara’s big pockets. And dragging the war out just 
means that the fiends'll need to keep buying more swords 
and clubs and scythes and magic, which means that they've 

got more weapons to fight with, which means 

that the war keeps going, which means that 

Zadara makes more jink. It’s a circle 0° 

greed. Ain't nothing noble in it, 

no matter what that asura: . 

Does he really think Zad, in 

it ‘cause it's the right thing to 
do? 


7 x EAt “I want to call it 
ARMS err quits. One o’ these times, 
B®DY PAR+S! Koe’s going to ask me a 


tricky question right 
out. He'll catch me ina 

lie. Then, one way or 
another, I’m a deader for sure.” 


— Pavo, a runner for Zadara 


“I preserve Balance in the Blood War with the aid of a 
particularly delusional do-gooder known as Koe. The poor 
creature actually has the notion that his machinations can 
control the fighting. As if he could even control his own un- 
magnanimous existence. It would be pitiable if it were not 
so amusing. And so useful to have a peon diligently doing 
my work for me. Although, | suppose, | must continue to 
allow him to believe himself in charge. 

“I can afford to be charitable in such a small matter, 
The asuras should, in fact, be honored that I choose to wear 
my true form in his presence; others | manipulate are not so 
lucky. But it serves my end. Koe's little plan to arm both 
sides gives me the chance to make the war deliciously even. 
1 only need make small corrections here and there to his 
shipments — a master's touch, nothing more,” 


— Jemorille the Exile 


“L only found out about it because I beat up the right basher. 
But I can’t decide how | feel. | mean, if Koe keeps the fight- 
ing on the Lower Planes, none of us in the Cage get to share 
in the destruction. It should be spread all around. It ain't 
natural to shut entropy up in a box and slam the lid. The 
beauty of ruin is its randomness, its freewheeling spirit. 

“Course, the fact that Koe's prolonging the war, actu- 
ally feeding it and letting it flourish, is real nice. | have to 
give him credit for that. 

“Fact is, the whole situation’s on its head. On one side 
is a tanar'ri, that cambion Rule-of-Three, who's working to 
end the war, even though it's for an evil reason — he wants 
all the fiends to join forces against the rest of us. And on the 
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other side is Koe, a good cutter, who's working to 
keep the war going, even though it's for a noble reason 
— he wants the fiends to knock each other off. 

“I don't know which side's more entropic. | wonder 
if the Xaositects have this problem.” 


— Trez Damrod, a warrior 
of the Doomguard 


“He didn’t choose me. | chose him. Koe clearly was on 

a mission, and those are the kind of people | want 
working for me. If he can make use of my eladrin con- 
nections back on Arborea, let him. Support for myself 
here in the Cage is what I need, and he's glad to provide 
that. 

“As for keeping the fien 
and preventing their fruitl tractions, that's fine 
with me. I must focus on my cause. When I get to be a 
high-up in the Hall of Speakers, when | can stand on 
the shoulders of my new faction, I'll toss around some 
authority to the asuras’s benefit. Perhaps I'll even send 
a few law-givers his way. After | get what I came for, of 
course.” 


out of my backyard 


— Cirily, a firre eladrin 


“It is rare when patrons depart my establishment with- 
out feeling more centered, their bodies and minds re- 
stored and rejuvenated. A body's got to rid himself of 
distractions before he can meld action and thought, 
have an inner well of peace to draw from when outside 
forces are troubling. But there’s one called Koe who 
comes again and again, looking for something in 
himself that [ can't seem to help him find. He is pen- 
sive, his shoulders often tightly drawn up, and he shies 
from the touch of my workers, usually preferring to sit 
in a darkened chamber and soak up the soothing glow 
from a tank of light aasimon, 

“On the few occasions when one of my assistants 
files his chipped, ruby red talons (I chide him against 
walking too much on the streets of Sigil, but he insists 
on moving about with the people), the asuras always 
refuses tea and instead jots things down in a journal 
for the duration of the treatment. 

“If Koe is on some kind of mission for his power, | 
fear he won't succeed. He is too narrowly focused. His 
mind is never at rest, and though he knows enough to 
seek out relaxation, he doesn't partake of it as he 
should. If he is at the center of some difficult under- 
taking, he had better learn to keep both mind and body 
centered.” 


— larmid, owner of The Other Place 


Quick Chant 


Koe 
(PI/d asuras/HD- 8/CG) 


AC -2; MV 12, Fl 33; hp 43; THACO 13 (1. w/horn- 
blade); *AT 3; Dmg 1d10/1d10/144+2 (claw/claw/ 
hornblade +2); SA spells; SD Wisdom, feed on en- 
ergy: MR 40%; 82M (eet tall); ML fanatic A 
Int genius (17); XP 7, = 

Souince: Planes of Conflict MS. 

Notes: SA—in. adidition to innate spell-like 
abilities, casts spells as a 9th-level priest. % 

SD—Wisdom of 21 grants immunity to charm, 
command, fear, forget, friends, hold person, hyp> 
notism, ray of enfeeblement, and scare spells; gains» 


+4 bonus to saves vs, all mind~affecting spells \ 


(Wis); feeds on energy from the Positive Energy 

Plane and needs no food, air, or sleep. Me 
PERSONALITY: earnest; chivalrous, high- 

minded, 

‘SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: hornblade +2 (dagger-sized 


blade): 


SPELLS (7/7/6/4/2)"; Ist—command, cure light 
wounds, detect evil, invisibility to undead, light, re= 
move fear, sanctuary; 2nd-detect charm, enthrall; 
flame blade, hold person, messenger, silence 15-foot 
radius, speak with animals; 3rd-call lightning, 
cure disease, dispel magic (2), remove paralysis, 
stone shape; 4th=abjure, free action, lower water, 
tongues; Sth—dispel evil, flame strike. 

* Asuras gain bonus Spells from. 21 Wis. 

SPELI-LIKE-ABIATIES (at will): detect lie (round), 
polymorph self (2/day: human. vor agrinamen 
form only), trué Seeing (3/day). Poy 

= <Doodtion: It's not-known if Koedives. ere 
in Sigil, but he's often found in the Great Bazaar, 
in Estavan's offi¢e; or at The Other Place. 

~-Rote-PLAYiNG: Koe's a blood on a mission for 
the greater good, but he doesin't necessarily take 
the straight and narrow path to get there, He's 
not lofty, but he is serious. He doesn't seek out en- * 
counters, though he's Byifig (and brief) if ap- 
proached. - 
_ Compan: If attacked by anything but a fiend, 
Koe tries to restrain-or incapacitate the aggressor 


and then leave (he's got more important things to... 


do). But he eagerly fights fiends to the deat 


‘ calling on his most awed spells to lay. waste 


‘SEE ALSO: Black Marian (pg. 12), Cirily (pa. 20), : 
Estavan. (pg -30), larmid sue Semone the 


Sometimes a body new to Sigil needs to pick up chant 
that’s just too obvious, too fleeting, or too dangerous to 
be scratched into print. What's more, most Clueless 


sods fresh from the Prime Material Plane could use a 
good guide to steer ‘em through the breathing 
morass of the Cage. And now and then a berk 
needs to be led to the right high-up, shown 
way to open closed doors, or introduced to his 
next date or meal (or both). There’re plenty 

of touts who'll provide these services and 
more for a copper or six, but folks in the 


know say the most talented and trustworthy 

tout in the Cage — if there is such a thing as 
a trustworthy tout — is a whip-smart tiefling 
known only as Kylie. 

Finding Kylie ain't a problem. She's on a first- 
name basis with practically everyone in town, from the 
drunkest beggar to the straightest judge. That's what makes 
her good at what she does. But chances are Kylie — or one of 
her growing crowd — will find a sod first. The tie! 

ling makes it her business to know when folks are 

in need of her services, even if they didn't know 
it themselves. 


Though small-boned and svelte, Kylie's a 
commanding presence on the streets of the 
Cage. Her kinky, flame-red hair's pulled into a 

high ponytail that mushrooms out over her head. 

This shock of scarlet, coupled with her pale skin, 
stands out sharply against the blue-black leather that 
tightly hugs most of her sinewy body. Her tiny, oval face 


is dominated by large blue eyes. A white scar accents her 
left brow, which is pierced by a slender gold hoop. Fact is, 
though tiefling, Kylie's appearance is completely human — 
except, of course, for the long, leather-wrapped tail that 
seems to lurk quietly behind her. A pointed pike head covers 


its tip, and even when still, her tail can spring forward and 
strike in the blink of a mephit's eye. More than a few 
gullible sods've found her tail to be a surprise of one sort 
or another. 
But it ain't just her looks that make the tout an 
eye-opener — her irrepressible spirit seems to win 
over the gruffest folks in each ward. As she 
moves through Sigil (and she's always on the 
move), Kylie's got a nod, wink, whistle, smile, 
or tickle for at least half the berks in her path. 
When she knows she’s got an expectant ad- 
mirer, she’s likely to keep the poor sod waiting, 
sailing by without even acknowledging his pres- 
ence. Then, sure his eyes are on her back, she'll 
give a little wave behind her head, laughing. 
Pitchman Harys Hatchis always falls for that one. 
Peery folks claim Kylie’s gestures are more 
an just playful greetings — some say they're ac- 
tually secret signs or codes. To this query, Kylie 
just shrugs, grins, and responds with her charac- 
teristic “Maybe!” ‘Course, the next time she spies 
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a doubter she's sure to create a few strange new movements 
to perform in front of the sod, the more to get tongues wag- 
ging. For Kylie and her tout service, it’s just free advertising 
— better than anything Harys Hatchis could dream up. 

Most Cagers see Kylie as a friendly and inquisitive 
young tiefling who likes to be at the center of everything, 
just like Sigil itself — a natural tout. But there's also chant 
that it’s all an act, that the secret ambitions burning inside 
her are as red-hot as Kylie’s scarlet hair. Kylie's nay-sayers 
point to the fact that she doesn’t have a single true friend, 
just a host of favored acquaintances who pay her to direct 
tourists their way. But Kylie’d disagree; after all, her best 
friend in the multiverse is never out of her sight — her pet 
ethyk, Dib, The two are inseparable; the one-eyed Dib often 
rides perched on Kylie’s shoulder, his long tail reaching 
down the tout’s back to entwine with her own. 

Dib is alert, well-trained, and immaculate; Kylie takes 
pains to pick the fleas and soot from his brown fur. ‘Course, 
there're berks who say the ethyk’s not what he seems, either. 
Dib does a heart-rending “I'm injured” act to bring down the 
house — and bring in the customers. And ethyks're known 
for their power to bring out aggression and testiness in the 
minds of those nearby. That can serve a tiefling well, espe- 
cially if she needs an attention-getter or a distraction to 
duck out of sight of the Harmonium. 

Along with Dib, Kylie’s got a bunch of quick and keen 
cutters — touts, light boys, a courier or two — working for 
her. She calls them her “crowd,” and that's as official as it 
gets. Any more definite label or headquarters'd m 
an easy mark for rivals or offended high-ups. After 
the Cage has plenty of powerful bloods who get 
deadly serious about chant gathered by their spies — 
especially when it pertains to them personally. 
And the factions dislike Kylie, too; their fac- 
totum guides try to lead tourists around nna 
by the nose, always with a sly eye on a 
philosophical agenda. Naturally, it's bad for 
business when one of Kylie's crowd dashes 


by, yelling, 
“Don't get peeled by 
that factioneer, cutter! Hire 
a tout who'll take you where you — 
want to go!” vi 
So, Kylie keeps her crowd constantly on 

the prowl for new clients — moving targets and 


also uses Dib's power to protect her workers by setti 


all that — and rotates their rounds. Often, she 


tral streakers — the messenger birds of Sigil who're sent to 
their destination with a whisper. (Kylie sometimes sends a 
few decoy streakers bearing blank messages to sods who 
don't work for her, just in case anyone's watching.) 

Most folks in the Cage know not to interfere with a 
streaker on a delivery mission. Sure, trying to harm a bird or 
remove a message wrapped around its leg is a criminal of- 
fe but, worse still, it's a waste of time. If anyone but the 
intended recipient touches an astral streaker, its entire body, 
message included, loses all substance. Streakers usually fly 
messages only for the stewards at Hall of Information in the 
Clerk's Ward, but Kylie’s sent enough lost tourists to the Hall 
to be given a small flock of her own in exchange, 

Kylie’s streakers sometimes make side trips to the 
Gatehouse in the Hive, delivering messages about various 
yugoloths who come and go in Sigil. Xideous, a shator 
Sehreleth holed up in the Gatehouse, pays well for the in- 
formation. See, the ‘leth’s working on a revision of The 
Book of Keeping — the legendary tome that spills the dark 
on summoning and binding yugoloths — and the more he 
learns, the better. 

Once in a while Kylie sends a streaker to a young cutter 
with a note inviting him to join her crowd, ‘Course, the of- 
fer's only extended to those she's had her eye on for some 
time. To get her attention, a berk’s got to show 
great initiative, get on swimmingly with all 


manner of beings, and clearly need the job — no bored rich 
kids need apply. Basically, if Kylie can see a bit of herself in 
a candidate, she can trust him — at least enough to put him 
to work. 

The tiefling’s particularly intrigued with a recent ad- 
dition to her crowd, a spunky lad called Setross the 
Short (Pl/¢ half-elf/O-level/LE). Though a 
street urchin, he's got the mind of an ex- 
perienced adult — literally. Setross 
was a master thief who lifted a 
jewel from the wrong high-up's 


purse; the poor sod got hit with 1 SEE 
a curse that turned him into a BIi+ of MY 
youngster. The cross- +HA+ @NE 


trader lost his skills but 
not his smarts, and 
when the grimy little 
bugger approached 
Kylie advertising his 
advanced talents, she 
couldn't help but take a 
shine to him. 

Once Kylie’s decided to 
ask a body 
to run with her crowd, she recruits him 
much as she lands any customer. That way, the sod learns 
her business practice at the same time he gets enlisted. 

First and foremost, the tiefling prefers to be the aggres- 
sor. She approaches the potential customer (or runner) with 
a smile: “You're lookin’ for something, friend. I can see it in 
your eyes.” If the berk shakes his head, Kylie starts to run 
through a list of things she feels — having sized him up al- 
ready — that he might want after all. ‘Course, this kind of 
approach means Kylie's got to be up on all the races of the 
planes, Otherwise, she might accidentally direct a githzerai 
to a pub for illithids, or try to tempt a Ysgardian bariaur 
with a nice, thick cut of horse meat. 

When feeling out a customer's needs, Kylie begins with 
simple, practical possibilities - a meal, a bed, a gate key, 
and so on — but then goes on to discuss extravagant and 
bizarre services that the sod usually doesn't even know 
exist. (Believe it or not, a lot of primes wouldn't have the 
first idea where to hire an Arcadian pony cab or take a soak 
in scented holy water.) The idea is to keep the customer talk- 
ing until Kylie finds the thing that interests him. 

Once she has the sod, she stops cold. ‘Course, if he’s 
truly a potential customer, he'll be quick to start the conver- 
sation up again. After all, she’s the one who brought up the 
subject in the first place! Naturally, Kylie responds in kind, 
but she always makes the sod ask her if she can help him get 
the thing she told him he wanted. Once he comes out and 
asks for it, she smiles, pretends to think, and says, “Maybe.” 
The tactic's off-putting to some, but Kylie finds it makes 
most sods even hungrier for the promised prize — and more 
willing to part with their jink for it. 

Kylie keeps her crowd happy, giving them a sense of 
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purpose, a dream of a better future, or whatever motivates 
them, even if it's just enough copper to stay alive till tomor- 
row. She herself prefers to be paid in magical items, though 
she won't turn her nose up at a bagful of coins or an earful 
of secrets. Maybe it’s the child in her, but Kylie’s sim- 
ply intrigued by all things magical. 
Don't misunderstand — she's got no designs 
on becoming a wizard. She just likes to own 
magical items, whether they're useful or not. 
Alluvius Ruskin gave her an ear- 
ring of protection for steering 
portal-jumpers to her gate 
key supply shop, but Kylie's 
current favored item is 
something called Hillpop's 
golden quill. Given to her by a 
grateful bladeling, the quill lets 
her write simple messages that 
can be read and understood by 
any being, no matter what the 
difference in language or intelli- 
gence, 

All magical toys aside, Kylie does 
have serious ambitions, She wants to head up her 
own blanket of touts and spies to cover the Cage. She 

grew up on the streets of Sigil an orphan, dreaming of a 
time when she wouldn't have to worry about where to 
scrounge her next hot meal, a time when folks'd clamor to 
give her jink rather than the boot. She watched and learned 
from the other touts, sure to her bones that she could do bet- 
ter. Then she went and proved it by working as a courier for 
Autochon the Bellringer, trying to familiarize herself with 
every pebble in every street in Sigil. 

Kylie was a tireless worker and felt important carrying 
messages from one high-up to another throughout the city. 
"Course, the fee she had to pay Autochon for the right to de- 
liver each message became harder and harder to swallow. 
Rather than have her tongue cut out for refusing to pay, 
Kylie eventually decided to leave. Fact is, she just happened 
to be in the middle of an extremely delicate delivery — a 
note from the asuras Koe to the ursinal Tripicus about an 
arms shipment to the Abyss — when she quit. She kept the 
message (which she used to get her own business off and 
running) and sent Autochon her letter of resignation — by 
courier, of course, 

Autochon didn’t come after her, but Kylie wasn't sur- 
prised. She figured the berk's ego was too large to draw 
attention to the fact that he'd been peeled by a young girl. 
What she doesn't know was that Autochon's restraint 
stemmed from a debt he owed to the King of the Cross- 
Trade, Shemeshka the Marauder, Fact is, the Bellringer owes 
his life to the yugoloth, and the fiend's told him she holds 
him personally responsible for keeping Kylie and her crowd 
from harm — a uniquely painful endeavor for him. 
Shemeshka claims she wants to let Kylie build an efficient 
organization and then take it 
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over, adding it to her own 

vast network of spies. But 
Autochon can't see that the 
fiend'd wait that long to turn a 
profit; he thinks Shemeshka’s 
got other reasons she's keeping 
dark, 

Meanwhile, Kylie’s work- 
ing hard to build her business. 
She and her crowd scout por- 
tals for newcomers, keeping 
their eyes especially open for 
adventurers — the folks most 
likely to need her brand of 
help. Sometimes, she tries to 
sweet-talk a basher into run- 
ning protection for her crowd, 
in exchange for whatever 
he'd like most from the city. 
And she only refers her cus- 
tomers to bloods in Sigil that 
she's found she could count 
on over the years, thereby en- 
suring satisfaction for all con- 
cerned, larmid, who runs The 
Other Place across from the 
Great Gymnasium, pays her 
well to direct tired travelers his 
way. So does Kesto Brighteyes, 
who's always looking to ex- 
pand his bookshop's clientele. 

Fact was Brighteyes 
who introduced Kylie to her best 
friend. Seems Kylie pointed 
out the bookshop to an aasi- 
mar scholar on the hunt for a 
good history of Mount Celes- 
tia. Brighteyes searched his oft- 
talked-about back room for a 
copy of the velvet tome and 
found Dib instead. He brought 
the ethyk to Kylie, figuring 
that since she sent the aasimar 
to his shop in the first place, 
the ethyk must somehow belong 
to her. 

“Have you been looking for 
one of these?” the gnome asked, 
holding the curious Dib up in 
front of her face. 

“Maybe,” said Kylie, plac- 
ing the ethyk on her shoulder 
and striding off down the street 
with a smile. 


Quick Chant 2 
Kylie = = 
(PI/@ tiefling/T8/Free League/N) 


AC 4 (earring, Dex): MV 12; hp 27; THACO 17 (15 w/sword); #AT.2; Dmg 


=1d6+2/1d6 (sword/tail pike); SA backstab x3; SD infravision 60 feet, darkness, 


saving throw bonus, immunities, Charisma bonus: SW. faction restriction; 
SZM (S¥ feet tall); ML champion (15); XP 2;0005= 

Source::PS MC. : = 

Notes: SD—can cast.darkness 15-foot cadinse once per day; gains +2 to 
saves vs, fire, electricity, and poison; half damage from cold; +2 to all saves 
due to earring; gains +3 reaction adjustment to encounters (due to Cha- 
risma) ai 

SW-As an Indep, Kylie-has no representative in any official city busi~ 


“ness, and therefore has few protected rights. 


814, D 18, C 12,116, WIL, Chis. 

PERSONALITY; resourceful, impish, charming, 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: earring of protection +2,Hillpop’s golden quill (writes 
messages understood by any being), short sword of quickness +2: (strikes 
first in ahy melee round), pike attached to the end of her tail, 
© Faction animes: gains +2 to saves vs. mind-controlling magic; gets 20% 
discount on items purchased in Sigil's Great Bazaar; connected to Indep un- 
derground network of information 

‘Tuier-apilimies: PP 85, OL 55, F/RT 55, MS 90, HS-90, DN SO, CW 85, RL 45. 

LocaTion: anywhere in Sigil. 

Ro.e-plavinc: Kylie isa playful flirt, but she's very savvy.and manipula~ 
tive — she tries to hook a new client by talking to him until she realizes what 
he wants, and then She makes him ask for it. Although she’s ambitious, she 
likes to keep folks ‘guessing. often responding “maybe” fo. any inquiry, even 
when she has a different answer. 

Comsat: Kylie's willing to go toe-to-toe with any ere who challenges 


~ her. Her short sword of quickness lets her strike first, and her tail gives her a 


second attack (though she often slashes silently with the’pike before the vic- 
tim knows what hit him). Kylie will also. command Dib to sway a third party 
into-atiacking her foe. 

S£2 aso: Autochon the palma oe. 10), Kesto Brighieves (pg. 16), 
Harys Hatchis (pg; 44), Iarmid (pg. 46), Koe (pg, 52), Alluvius Ruskin.(pg.. 
86), Shemeshka the Marauder (pg. 96), SHnGis (pg. 102), Will of the One 
(pg. 110), and Xideous (pq. 114). t= 


Dib 3 
(PI/é ethyk/HD 13/N) : 


AC 4; MV 12; hp 9; THACO 19; "AT 3; Dmg Id2/ld2/1d3 (claw/claw/bite), 8A 
induce anger; SD infravision 100 feet, can’t-be surprised; SZ S (I foot long); 
Int animal (D; ML elite 44); XP 175. 

Source: Planes of Conflict MS: : 

Notes: SA—six times per day, Dib can induce anger in a single target 
within 100 feet. A victim who fails a save vs. spell becomes angry and argu- 
mentative for 3d4 rounds with another target (ever Dib or Kylie) within 
100 feet. There is a percentage chance (subtract the victim's Wisdom from 
20 and multiply by 5%) each round that the victim physically attacks the 
object of his anger or anyone trying to restrain him. 


+59% = 


“I was curious.” 

That's what Lissandra said when the berk she'd ap- 
proached asked her why for powers’ sake she'd come to 
Sigil, seeing as she had no jink to her name, not a single 
friend in the Cage, and only a vague notion of doing re- 
search on portals. The young mage’d just left her home on 
the prime-material world of Toril and was completely 
straightforward in discussing her situation with strangers. 
Her beauty meant she had no problem getting folks to listen 
(o her plight, but most warned her to be a bit more peery of 
strangers in Sigil. 


"Course, it took a lot of gum-flapping before she hooked 
up with a blood who told her about the best place in town to 
learn the dark of portals: the Fraternity of Order's library at 
the City Court. The blood was a Guvner himself, full of fan- 
ciful ego and potent bub, and when Lissandra asked him to 


just show her where the library was, he somehow found him- 


self escorting her in. She spent the next few months there 
poring over their diagrams, scrolls, and log books. 

The faction practically had her taking the oath of initi- 
ation when Lissandra ran their well of portal knowledge dry 
and decided it was time to leave. She'd been given the task 
of organizing and shelving books in return for her use of the 
library and thought doing a bad job would get her the boot. 
So Lissandra reshelved every last tome in the library in a 
completely haphazard manner and with its spine facing the 
wall — it'd take the faction a solid month to figure out which 
book was where, much less get them back in order. “I 
thought this place could use a bit of shaking up,” she said, 
but she was whisked from the building and warned to keep 
mum about the literary mayhem within — and to never show 
her face there again. 

Armed with a wealth of information, 
streets of Sigil again, now able to r: ome jink. She 
began to sell the dark of the city's porta giving loca- 
tion, destination, and gate key needed — and was shocked 
at all the sods who'd been denied the right to know 
about things in their own city. Lissandra thought it 
doubly ironic that she — a prime who couldn't spot 
portals the way most planars could — was the one 
bringing the knowledge to the streets. 
‘Course, once word spread that Lissandra 
was taking secrets out of the hands of the 
high-ups and giving them to the masses, the 

Revolutionary League came knocking, 
They'd already had a good laugh over her 
job on the Guvners’ precious library; now, 

the faction discreetly let her know what 
they were all about and left the door 
open. She was curious; within a week, 

she was also a member, 
Lissandra's a big, natural beauty — 
tall, with wide shoulders and thick, 
blond hair barely restrained by a 
thin lavender headband. Strong fea- 
tures dominate her face: full brows, 
tip-tilted green eyes, and a wide 
mouth. She wears a spare, 
sleeveless, 


sandra hit the 


yellow-and-lavender robe that’s split up the side for ease 
of movement. Her strong arms are bare, but for luminous 
gold wristbands (bracers of defense) and the amethyst ring of 
protection on the pinky of her left hand. Finally, she’s never 
without her portal log book, which has a leather strap at- 
tached to both ends of the spine so she can sling it over her 
shoulder, Any sod who touches the book's in for a rude sur- 
prise — a concentrated lightning bolt guaranteed to make 
him drop it, followed by a suggestion that he beat it, fast. 

Lissandra doesn't put much effort into her appear- 
ance. She knows that she’s attractive, but she hates atten- 
tion. If a guy gawks, she puts her hands on her hips and 
silently glares. If a berk gets flirtatious, she angrily tells 
him to pike it. But when it comes to gleaning the dark of 
portals from travelers, she's as patient as a petitioner wait- 
ing outside Yen-Wan-Yeh’'s Palace of Judgment. The gate- 
seeker (as she’s called by some) can be seen throughout 
the Cage, approaching folks who've stepped out of a 
portal she’s particularly interested in. “I'm curious — 
where'd you just come from?” 

Needless to say, most portal-hoppers're taken aback 
by her forwardness, not to mention peery (and occasion- 
ally annoyed). But Lissandra gauges their reactions and 
responds appropriately — sometimes explaining that her 
motive is pure research and inviting the sods to check 
her story with anyone in the Cage. Other times, she 
might pay them a few Coins for their information, or even 
offer thenr the dark of a portal or two they might be 
interested in, 

‘Course, the wizard doesn’t just sit by a portal all day, 
waiting for it to open. She also doggedly chases shifting 
portals, looking to uncover the hidden patterns that govern 
each seemingly-random shift. A blood who knows the pat- 
terns knows when and where the portals will appear, and 
that kind of knowledge can take a body far. Whatever 
she learns goes straight into her log book, and though 
she's got a long way to go, she’s dauntless in her task. 

To fund her one-woman quest, Lissandra’s struck 
deals with a number of well-connected Cagers. For in- 
stance, she’s got an agreement with Alluvius Ruskin, 
owner of Tivvum’s Antiquities. Ruskin's shop specializes 
in items needed for gate keys, and Lissandra sends 
would-be travelers her way. What's more, the gate-seeker 
often sells information to Ruskin — namely, the dark of 
various keys and portals. It’s a lucrative partnership, but 
old Ruskin sometimes chews Lissandra out for telling sods 
where they can pick up gate keys cheaper (like the under- 
ground shop Parts €€ Pieces). 

Recently, Lissandra found stable financial support 
from Zadara, a rich titan who agreed to act as her patron 
and secretly fund her research. As a good Anarchist, Lis- 
sandra delights in using a high-up’s jink to lay bare se- 
crets that might weaken the ruling class. ‘Course, Zadara 
insists on being privy to whatever the gate-seeker learns, 
and Lissandra shares her knowledge with the titan — most 
of it, anyway. 


Lissandra the Gilles tbe! rs 
(Prfe human/M9/Revolutionary Lea 


AC 0 (bracers, ring): MV 12; hp 26; THACO 18 (5 

~ wéstaff); *AT 1; Dmg 1d6+3 (staff); SD. Charisma 
~ bonus, protected log book; SW faction restriction; 
SZ M G6 feet tall); ML. champion (16); XP-5.000, 
Notes: SD—gains + 
encounters due to C) 
to ring; if anyone. but 1. Lissandra touches her log 
book, the victim suffers 946 points of damage 
(save vs. spell for half) from a lightning Wolt 
placed on the book with achain contingency 
spell (after being struck by the bolt, the victim « 
receives a Suggestion. to leave the area immedi- 
- ately). 
SW-As an Anarchist, Lissandra must donate 
90% of her wealth to the Revolutionary League or 
to the oppressed. 
$12, D8, C15, 116, W 10, Ch 14, 
‘PERsoNAury: inquisitive, unassuming, direct, 
SPECIAL EQUIPMENT. portal log book, bracers. of 
defense AC 2, ring of protection +2, staff of striking, 
+3 (2). charges; Lissandra can use two charges per 


charges to cause ld6r9 points). 

FACTION ABILITIES: may learn rogue proficien~ 
cies at normal cost; can pose as a member of any 
faction. 

Speis (4/373/2/1): Ist-charm person, compre» 
hend languages, detect magic, magic missile; 2nd— 
ESP, warp sense (x2); 3rd~fly, lightning: bolt, sug- 
gestion; 4th= dimension door, Wizard eye: Sth= 
teleport. 

Location: Lisgandra can be found: SEawibre 
in Sigil, though she often hangs out around 
known portals. 

ROLE-PLAYING; Lissandra is-straightforward 
and serious about what she does; she's the fur~ 
thest thing from a flirt, as she hates being re- ° 
duced to an object of beauty. Methodical and 
patient, she doesn’t care how long it takes to get 
needed information from a traveler, but she 
never grills or threatens her quarry, 

Comsat: Lissandra doesn't shy from a fight, 
using her staff of striking to dissuade an attacker, 
followed by magic missile or lightning bolt. It 
needed, she'll teleport away from a battle or es~ 
cape through a nearby portal (as she probably 
knows the gate key). 

See Also: The Grixitt (pg. 42), Alluvius Buskin S 
(pg. 86), and Zadara (pg, 118). 


hit to cause 146+6 points of damage, or three 


LY’KRI+CH 


Hello? Is anyone out there? Can anyone hear me? Where am 
I, for powers’ sake? What's going on? Can 

Shut your yap, berk — you're driving the rest of us 
barmy, Bad enough to be sold to fiends without having to 


listen to your rattling, too. 


Fiends? What areyou talking about? Iwas in the Civic 
Festhall, 
Where am 12 Lcan't see anything! I can't move! 

You got nothing to move, you leatherhead. You're j 
thought now, Ly’kritch sucked out your mind and stuffed it 
into a gem, same as us, I think we're in the Gray Waste. 
Hush, Can't you feel the decay all ‘round? 


inca sensoriim, when — well, P don't remember 


Ly’kritch?. Gem? Gray, Waste? Oh, powers 
above, have gone mad? 

Nope. Well, actually, you might've. But 
plenty of fiends collect minds that've 
snapped. So quit crying to your pow- 
ers. The only place you'll end 
up is in a shadow 
fiend's belly or 
its trophy 
case, 


EVEN +e DEAD 


Qaida? Is shea shadow fiend too? 

Hardly — though I'm pretty sure she works for 
Ly’kritch, Qaida’s a Dustman, green as an emerald and bald 
as a genie, But she was a real looker, and when she came up 
to me with that grinning skull, my bone-box just started 
flapping. 


Skull? You mean she was undead? 
No, you fool, she had a mimir — one of those magical 
constructs for storing up ten lifetimes’ worth of knowledge. 
She said she wanted to fill the 
thing with information, 
wanted to learn as much as 
she could, Well, J wanted 
her to stick around, so I 
spilled every dark I could 
think of — and plenty that 
1 made up on the spot, But I 
figure I came off too smart, 
Ly’kritch stalked me that very 
night and drained my brain-box, 


But — but whyewould-a Duse 
man work fora-shadow fiend? 
And where does this. Ly 'keiteh 


FEAR +we DARKNESS, 


— SCRAWLED ona WALL in 
+HE MOR+UARY 


“rontie gems it catches us in? 
ANT mundaes Ie move he 


tween Sigiantritrtausid. 


T uh, Prhink I'm going to be stek 

Like I said, berk, you got nothing to be sick with, 
You're new, so you still feel like you, But your body's 
long gone, You're just air, just thought, just intellect 
now, Sounds like Ly’kriteh nabbed you in the Festhall. 


No,t 
to fill up on experiences stored-in the Sensates’ tecorder 
stones, J dow Row dnyone named Ly'kriteht 

Ly'kritch ain't a person, it's a shadow fiend — one of 
them skeletal monsters of slippery darkness, all wings and 
horns and claws and fangs. Half the sods trapped here with 
us remember hitting the Civic Festhall, looking to grab a few 
experiences in a sensorium — and then nothing, Guess ol’ 
Ly’kritch hides in the shadows there, sucking recorder stones 
dry of memories — they're like food and drink to shadow 
fiends, ‘Course, it don't pass up berks like you who just fall 
into its lap. You go right into the gems, ready for sale or trade. 


Titent to the Festhall = 1o the sénsorlums 


Is thatavhat happened to you, too? 

Nah, I was never much for the sensoriums, I like real 
things, not fantasies. It was Qaida who got me, Qaida with 
her silver skull and her black coin, 


place?-And 
If you'd shut up 
for a minute, maybe | 
can toss some chant 
your way, Since 
getting nabbed, 
I've talked to, 
a good few 
minds around me, 
all caught different 
ways, all with different 
pieces of the dark, Makes 
quite a picture when you put it 

all together, 


Oh; gods, Fdont think Lwane-to 
Wiowafterall! I'm going to wakeup in mye 
blankers soon, you'll seet 

Whatever you say, berk. Might as well give 
a listen, then, right? 1 think Qaida — being a Dustman and 
all — hides Ly’kritch down in the catacombs under the Mor- 
tuary during daylight hours. One sod who broke into the 
Mortuary told me he got chased underground, right into a 
statuary of shadows — a black garden, full of sculptures of 
pure darkness, That's the last thing he remembers before 
ending up here, There's probably a portal connecting the 
catacombs to the Waste — the sodding Mortuary’s lousy 

with portals, after all, 


+62+ 


Pipe down. Don't you want to hear about the 
gems — our prisons? They ain't ordinary stones, you 
know. Qaida buys ‘em off a trader from the Dwarven 
Mountain on the Outlands. The gems there've got 
special powers to help dwarf petitioners reach their 
final reward. They're like conduits for spirits, I think 
— perfect for snaring sods like us, eh? 


Does it matter? We're here now. Ly’kritch 
brought us to the Waste to trade us for minds caught 
by other shadow fiends. Then it takes the new lot 
back to Sigil and sells ‘em all to an old tiefling 
crone, Alluvius Ruskin. She— 


She's a monster, friend — not a shadow fiend, 
exactly, but just as black inside. Bought a few gems 
from her now and again, did you? It’s a sure bet they 
were from the Waste — that they held captured 
minds. 


For someone who'll likely be stuck in a gem for 
a few hundred centuries, you're sure impatient. Ever 
hear the legend of the wizard Shekelor? Ten 
thousand years ago, he tried to bring down the Lady 
of Pain, Seems he went to Pandemonium, hunting for 
an orb that was said to contain the mind of an even 
more ancient spellslinger — a mage who was 
imprisoned because he really did have enough 
power to threaten the Lady. Shekelor never found 
that orb, but that hasn't stopped Ruskin from 
looking for it. See, it's said that the orb— 


Bright lad, Ruskin wants to free that mage, so 
she's got Ly’kritch trading gems with every shadow 
fiend in the Lower Planes. She figures that, 
eventually, the monster'll bring her the gem with the 
mage inside. 


hey! Wha: 

Guess you've ape sold, berk. Glad we could 
chat. If you ever find a way free, look me up and 
bust me out, too. I've got a score to settle with Qaida 
— and her boss. 


Quick Chant 


Ly'kriteh 
(PI/@ shadow fiend/HD 7+3/CE) 


AC 9, 5, or I; MV 12; hp 49; THACO 15; 14 or 13; *AT 3. 
or 4 (when jumping); Dmg 1d6/1d6/1d8 (claw/claw/ 
bite) or ld6x4 (clawx4); SA surprise; SD darkness, 
immunities; SW light, turning; SZ M(6 feet tall); 
ML champion (16); Int exceptional (16); XP- 2; 000. 

Source: PS MC 

Notes: SA—gains surprise if not seen prior to at~ 
tack; jumps 30 feet onto surprised victim and makes 
4 attacks. = 2 

SD-90% undetectable in dim light or shadows: 

In brightly litareas, has AC 9, THACO 15, and suffers 
double damage from all attacks; in dimmer light~ 
ing, has AC 5 and gains +1 on attack rolls (THACO 
14); in darkness, has AC |, suffers half damage from 
all attacks, and gains +2 on attack rolls (THACO 13) 
Regardless of lighting, Ly’kritch is immune to fire, 
cold, and electricity. 

SW-suffers 1d6 points per level of caster if hit 
with light spell; can be turned by clerics as “special” 
undead, 

PeRsoNnauty: nefarious, menacing, enterprisirig. 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT; Gems from the Dwarven 
Mountain. 

SPELL-LIKE ABILITIES: darkness 15~foot.radius 
(/day), fear 30-foot radius (1/day), magic jar 
(l/week; if target saves vs. spell, Ly’ eruckt iss 
stunned for 1d3 rounds). 

Location; nesting in the catacombs pera: the 
Mortuary (see the map on pg, 82)ehiding in the 
‘Civic Festhall's sensoriums, or walking the streets ~ 
inthe body of Qaida (or another sod), . 

Rowe-PLAvino: Ly'kritch is like a feeling of being 
watched, being stalked by something silent and in- 
visible. As it nears, it brings.a chill and a pitch- 
black form that can be seen only in the back of the 
mind — until, from behind, it smothers its victim's 
head like a hood. 

Comsat: Ly’kritch tries to origak ‘up on sods 
marked by Qaida's black coins, preferring to attack 
in maximum darkness so it can jump and rend with 


all four claws, It often leaves its victim alive soit 


can possess the body and walk around in daylight. 
~~ SEE ALSO: Qaida (pg. 80), Alluvius Ruskin (pg. 
86), and Tarholt (pg, 100). ~~ 


The Cage has plenty of sods who know their way around a wrap ‘round her neck and arms, and cloak her torso in a 


language or six, and any mage worth his shoes can cast pale, muted tapestry of blank stares. 

comprehend languages to pick up cryptic chant. But the lil- It wasn't modesty for her exposed skin that sent Milori 

lend translator Milori specializes in messages that're most to a tattoo artist, just that her light pink torso paled in com- 

ofien misunderstood. parison with the rest of her body. urally, she picked the 
See, newcomers to Sigil usually hit the blinds trying to cutter known for the most realistic designs in the Cage — the 

cut through the jumbled syntax of a Xaositect or the pho- rogue dabus Fell. Banished by his own 

netic pictures of a dabus (and many old-timers don't have kind and feared by half the 


much luck, either). Xaositect babble comes easily to Milori; 
it takes about a second to rearrange the words of a scram- 
bled sentence so it makes sense. Bul dabus rebuses are 
where the lillend really shines. 

Milori speaks of the dabus with admiration and empa- 
thy. “When dabus speak their minds, it’s all out in the open 
— pictures for everyone to see, Problem is, as primes say, a 
picture's worth a thousand words. No one’s sure what they 
mean. The dabus're different, and folks don’t want to go to 
the trouble to figure them out.” 

Her favorite example is a dabus symbol of two pointy= 
eared heads. She once showed the image to ten folks on 
the street, and each one read it differently: elves, faces, 
heads, two, and so on. Missing just one symbol in 
rebus can foul up the whole interpretation. But Milori 
picks up on subtleties others miss. She seems to intu- 
itively feel a dabus’s intent, so she always knows the 
correct way to read a rebus. 

‘Course, that don't stop detractors from accusing 
her of slanting her translations, seeing as no one can 
tell for sure if she’s doing it right or not. One such 
berk — Jeremo the Natterer (PI/d human/F9,T15/ 
Ring-givers/CN), fool of the Palace of the Jester — 
has a one-of-a-kind magical item, the helm of the 
dabus, that lets him communicate in symbols. He'll 
translate for a body, too, if he's in the mood — and 
if he's paid 100 gp per rebus. Milori charges a 
much more modest 10 gp per full encounter, so 
Jeremo tries to cast as much doubt as he can about 
her 
brassy sort of way, and her days are full of book- 
ings. 

Unlike many successful translators, the lillend 
doesn't fade into the background easily 


uracy. But Milori’s much friendlier, 


the head, torso, and arms of a hum: 
from the waist down sports the scaled body of a 20- 
foot-long serpent. Her snake-half's ringed with thick 
bands of burgundy, black, and green. Broad, powerful 
wings rise from the middle of her narrow back, their 
long feathers speckled with the same three colors that 
stripe her lower body. Jeweled hoops and bracelets hang 
from her arms and ears, and she carries a spear at all 
times. Her long black hair falls in scores of thin braids, 
each finished on the end with tied cloth. 

Milori’s upper half is free of clothing — not many gar 
ments'd fit over her thick tail or wide wings — but every 
last inch of her human skin is covered just the same. Over~ 
lapping tattoos of lillendi totem masks blanket her face, 


city (no sod wants to get too near a likely target of the 
Lady's blades), Fell was just the sort of blood Milori wanted 
to know. 

The lillend was excruciatingly specific about each de- 
sign. Thus, she spent a great deal of her free time at Fell’s 
outdoor shop in the Market Ward. Day after day, she got to 
see first-hand the trouble Fell had in making himself under- 
stood to others, His picture-symbols made conversations 
with customers a slow and often fruitless game. 

Milori couldn't understand why anyone had a problem 
deciphering the symbols — they were perfectly clear to her. 

She grew into the habit of pointing to the pictures 
above Fell's head with her spear and explaining 
what sound each symbol stood for. One day she 
drew a few pictures and their meanings on a 
scrap of parchment so a frustrated tiefling 
could take it with him for future reference. 
When Milori's torso was at last fully cov- 
ered with totem tattoos, Fell confessed that he 
hated to see her go. Not only did he cherish their 
daily chats, but he knew that, without her, he'd 
once again have to struggle to make himself un- 
derstood to bewildered sods off the street. So, as a 
gift of solidarity and friendship, Milori put to- 
gether a small book translating Fell’s most com- 
mon symbols — a slim volume the dabus still 
happily hands to each new customer. 
That's all it took to get the fireball rolling. 
Milori knew she had a hot idea and talked the Guv- 
ners into letting her use their master scribes, all in 
the name of promoting order and unity. Within two 
months, she was selling The Dabus-Common Phrase- 


initial fervor's died down, a body can still pick up a 
copy at her denlike home in the Clerk's Ward. 
That's also where folks go to hire her transla- 
tion skills. Like most lillendi, Milori grasps the 
dark of any intelligent communication, from 
scribbling to babbling to signing. She's always 
glad to negotiate a deal between a slaadi mer- 
chant and a prime elf, or make sure the chit- 
tering of a formian delegate ain't lost on the 
high-ups in the Hall of Speakers. (Fact is, 
Milori set up shop close by the Civic Festhall, 
where she gives twice-weekly lectures on the 
tongues of the planes. Her talk on bladeling 
dialects packs the house.) 
Even without the profit from her book, 
Milori’s always ready to take on new jobs. The 
Dabus-Common Phrasebook doesn't begin to ex- 
haust their vocabulary of symbols, not to mention 
the differences between individual dabus. And with all 
the prime and planar races crowding the Cage — a hodge- 
podge of buyers, sellers, and yellers all speaking different 
tongues — Milori can always find a berk in desperate need 
of her linguistic skill. 


E =AC3; MV 9, Fl 27.(C), Sw 15; hp 85;-THACO 11.0 w/Str); 


book, or, the Dark Revealed all over town. Though the 


“Quick Chant 


Milori 
(PI/? lillend/HD.7+14/CG) 


SAT 2; Dmg 2d6+1/1d6+l (tail, Str/spear, Str); SA 
Strength bonus, dropping in flight; tail crush; bardic 
abilities, spells; SD +1 or better weapons to hit, breathe 
» water, infravision 300 feet, communication, immuni= 
ties: MR 25%; SZ b (humaf torso with 20-foot-long 
body); ML ‘champion d6}Fint high (14); XP. 9,000. 
Source; Planes of Chaos MS. ei 
Notes: 5A-17 Strength grants +1 to-attack@nd 
S damage rolls; fly for Up to.10 rounds with 250-1b. or 
lighter foe wrapped in tail and drop him for 20d6 » 


> points of falling damage (victims who suffer more 


fhan 50 points must also save vs. death magic or die). 
,, When: fighting on ground, tail inflicts 2d6 pointe of 
cr ushing damage each round foe ig held. Milori cai 
oa ge with music; affect morale, use 
om ems, and identify magical items as a 7th= 

3 level t ae GS%). 

‘SD=understands any intelligent communication: 
~ immune to enchantment/charm spells, music-based. 
magical effects, poison, gas, nonmagical fire, and the 
effects of the Positive and Negative Energy Planes, 

PeRsowAtiTy, in igyaleiceD bold, intuitive 


- UALIRE ABILITIES! aasieoee vag 
I/day, hallucinatory terrain (3/day k B/day 
Tight (3/day), Otto's irresistible dan vi /aay) 
plant-(/day). polymorph self /day, into Wurna ¢ 
orm only),: speak with-animals (1/day), speak with - 
lants (/day), and-transport via plants (/day). 
Location: Milori's'seen translating-all-over Sigil, 
though she's based in the Clerk's Ward, near the 
~ Civic Festhall, 
2 ROUE-PLAYING: orn is unabashed about ‘dealing 
with others and saying what she thinks, 3 
ot rude ~ she's very approachable. She responds 
esto those who. stand up for what the 
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Excerpted from 
The Dabus-Common Phrasebook 


Not 50 loud — I'm not deaf, you know. 


Wis eg Sw &)-BM, 


"Wh Qs Dp Pee \ ps2" 


SPOON 


What do you mean, ‘Where's the Prime's Ward?” 


Please do not litter, Our Lady will be angry. 
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Excerpted from 
The Dabus-Common Phrasebook 


Dt a Yeo Mr 
On W. H at fy-T Sy. 


Call. me a “daw-boo” aaa and I'll kill you. 


Qe wm ge ” & 
N+E+] C+/4D K). 


Fell? | do not know anyone called Fell. 


fh AW — 
BM BP +7. 


Go away — I'm busy. 
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M@®RVUN AND PHINEAS 


You there, with the funeral eyes 

Ear this 

It's my sodding soul sucking it all in. 
My veins are icy snakes. 

She gave me the laugh. 


“Death #56" (words by Morvun, music by Phineas) 


It’s said that the musical poems of fensir twins Morvun and 


Phineas could move even a modron — move him away, 
that is. The troll-like brothers perform in the most depress- 
ing spots in Sigil, eager to bless the downtrodden with glo- 
rious angst and suffering. They're well-known Bleakniks — 
Bleak Cabal artists immersed in the senselessness of the 
multiverse. 


DEPRESS 
M@®RVUN, 


HE’S + 


5 BNE 


REFERRING +e PHINEAS 


Morvun writes and delivers emotional verse, while 
Phineas composes mournful melodies to accompany his 
brother's works, Some say they're just plain terrible; others 
say that’s the point. Promotional sharper Harys Hatchis once 
even hired the twins to play outside the shop of a client who 
hadn't paid his advertising bill. After an hour of watching 
potential customers cross the street to avoid the dismal 
racket, the sod eagerly settled his account. 

Apart from the occasional job for Hatchis, and a few 
off-the-cuff performances at the scenes of murders, wrecks, 
and funerals, Morvun and Phineas stick to the kips and 
street comers of the Hive Ward. Every now and then they try 
to get themselves arrested, hoping that the Guvner judges'll 
send them to trial at the fabled Court of Woe; they'd really 
like to play in front of bloated old Judge Gabberslug. 

But the brothers are most commonly seen playing for 
the sods lining up outside the Bleaker-run asylum known as 
the Gatehouse. Of this venue, Morvun says, “There is, of 
course, no point to what | do, none whatsoever, so | must 
have the largest crowd and the worst atmosphere possible.” 


To 
this, Phineas 
just sighs: “At least 
folks in thar line won't run 

from us.” 

‘Course, that's only because most everyone in line is 
there to commit himself or a loved one to the custody of the 
Bleaker caretakers. After waiting for days or even weeks to 
get up to the admissions desks, a body's not going to scam- 
per off just because a pair of Ysgardian trolls start wailing at 
him. The fensir lads even pull in a fair bit of jink from the 
audience. Music critics say the sods in line have nowhere 
else to go (so they might as well listen) and nothing left to 
lose (so they might as well give up a few coins). Phineas, 
when ducking out of the way of the hurled pieces of copper, 
has been known to remark that they're being paid to stop 
playing. 

When not outside the Gatehouse, the dour duo's likely 
to be found at the Weary Head, a smoky pub deeper in the 
Hive Ward that caters to Bleakniks. There, a body can see 
poetic, musical, and artistic acts that'll assault every last one 
of his se Self-proclaimed geniuses take the stage 
nightly to bring woe to the crowd — that is, unless a sched- 
uled act is too depressed to perform, which the 

audience finds even more of an aesthetic triumph. 
Non-Bleakniks're often dragged to the pub as po- 
tential patrons; the artists there constantly hope to 
talk wealthy bloods into funding their work. 
Despite the gloomy pretensions of most of the clientele, 
the Weary Head's a casual pla The stage is just a long, 
wide, wooden box (a plaque bolted to the side claims it 
glabrezu's coffin from the Abyss). It's usually set up behind 
the customers seated at the tables to underscore the sense- 
lessness of the performance and the indifference of man, 
‘Course, Morvun and Phineas only take the stage when they 
can see it in the dim blue light of the kip. 

Once he's found it, though, Morvun leaps up onto the 
stage and delivers his wrenching verse in an achingly slow 
style, his booming voice punctuated with grand gestures. He 
likes to roam and prowl the small stage while he performs. 
Phineas, on the other hand, sits calmly on a short stool and 
plays, but he’s often knocked backward off the stage by his 
brother's flailings. Even when sent sprawling to the floor, 
Phineas — ever the professional — keeps playing a piece till 
it's finished. 

Phineas alternates between two instruments, depending 
on the shade of futility in Morvun’s verse. The first, the hol- 
low skull of a howler from Pandemonium, is a macabre flute 
indeed; its luscious, piercing notes drive the audience to the 
brink of madness. His other instrument is a small drum 
stretched with the skin of an albino ash mephit, a purchase 
from the Parts & Pieces shop that lies below ground in the 
Market Ward. As Phineas beats out a rhythm on the drum, a 
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cloud 

of white ash 

billows constantly from the skin; during a 

performance, the twins are often obscured in a chalky haze. 

Invariably, Morvun starts coughing, and, annoyed that the 

integrity of his dramatic reading’s been compromised, tries 
to wave the clouds away, shouting “Not so upbeat, Phin!” 

The brothers pick up extra jink by clearing tables at the 
Weary Head when they're not performing. The owner and 
bartender, a four-armed reave named Bonebloom (PI/d 
reave/HD 2+4/Bleak Cabal/LE), even lets them scavenge 
leftover scraps of meat from the tables. Bonebloom jokes 
that Morvun writes bad verse to drive customers away be- 
fore they can clean their plates, ensuring plenty of leavings 
at each table. 

When the diners finish their meals, Morvun and 
Phineas must subsist on more standard fensir fare — roots, 
bark, and grass from parks and weed patches in the ward. 
Their small salaries don't stretch enough to buy food and 
pay the rent on their small third-floor studio in the Hive. 
Apart from clothing, writing supplies, and two instruments 
they've got no real possessions, but they need the place for 
practice and sleep. 


A flash 

and Iam struck dumb. 

Stuck fast. Out of luck. 

Standing stone-still in the hellish, smelless heat, 
Death by sunlight. 


“Death #207" (words by Morvun, music by Phineas) 


Another reason they scrounge scraps at the 
Weary Head is that they set aside a chunk of jink each 
month to buy special vials from merchants — lifesaving 
mixtures of mandrake root, lillend blood, and various other 
Ysgardian ingredients. See, direct sunlight turns a fensir to 
stone in an eyeblink, and only the potion can restore him to 
flesh. ‘Course, Sigil doesn't have any sun to speak of, but the 
twins figure better safe than sorry. 

They keep to the darker parts of town, venturing out of 
doors only at night or on heavily overcast days (which are 
frequent in the Cage). But they still pay the dwarf Tarholt to 
bring back a few new batches of the antistone potion every 
time he makes’ one of his trading runs across the Outlands. 
And they're always willing to listen to other explorers and 
dealers who claim to be able to get the stuff faster, make it 
stronger, and price it cheaper. 

As for telling the twins apart, that’s not such a problem. 


Both are tall, thin, and humanlike in ap- 
pearance, but for elongated necks, sharply 
pointed chins, and large, shapeless ears. 
They also share grayish skin and deep-set blue 
eyes, their smooth faces absolutely identical. But 
that’s where the similarities end. 

Morvun keeps his head shaved close; much of his 
scalp's covered with a black tattoo of an eclipsed sun, His 
eyes are completely encircled with dark rings of smeared 
ash. He squeaks when he walks, thanks to his black leather 
boots laced up to his knees, and he completes his outfit with 
matching baggy pants and stringed vest. Insufferably dra- 
matic and self-centered, he has an inflated opinion of his 
own worth and talent, Most annoying, however, is his ten- 
dency to overstress and elongate syllables when he speaks, 

Phineas, on the other hand, is the realist of the two. 
Though truly a talented, creative individual, he’s more cyni- 
cal than his brother and knows full well the effect their mu- 
sical poems have on an audience, Phineas wears his smooth 
greenish-black hair all in one length, usually pulled back 
into a short ponytail. Shorter pieces of hair often slip out of 
the tie and fall forward to hang in hi: This often hap- 
pens when he’s playing and his hands are full, forcing him 
to waste energy huffing to blow the strands out of his eyes. 
As for decoration, he wears a simple black woolen tunic and 
hose, his only extravagance a small silver nose ring. 


HE’S Dé f ING @N€ 


PHINEAS, 
REFERRING +© MORVUN 


There's no magic in me. 

I'm as good as dead, 

As useful as a really unuseful thing. 
Go ahead and leave. 

I've got goodbye written all over me. 


“Death #399" (words by Morvun, music by Phineas) 


The brothers came to Sigil as young fensir, forced from 
their home on Ysgard when their family discovered the 
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twins had no gift for magic (nearly all fensir males do). 
This shortcoming made them not only useless but also bad 
luck in the eyes of their village on Muspelheim, and they ar- 
rived in Sigil completely depressed. Naturally, they quickly 
found a new family in the Bleak Cabal. For a time, they 
even courted female fensir twins (PI/? fensir/HD 4/Free 
League/CN), door guards at the Bottle & Jug boxing tavern 
in the Hive, until bested at the task by other fensir males 
who knew their way around magic a good sight better. 

Phineas attended the Lazz School of Vivid Unpleas- 
antness — a breeding ground of controversial expression- 
ism in the Clerk's Ward — and thrived in its negative atmos- 
phere. Morvun, though denied entrance, was anxious to be 
creative as well; he began to write poems and read them in 
public, getting at best indifferent reviews. He even tried to 
woo the Bottle & Jug’s door guards with romantic verse, 
but the females chased him off when he likened their skin 
to grave mold. 

Phineas felt both sorry and responsible for Morvun, 
who only wanted to be as talented as his musical brother. 
When Morvun begged him to accompany the poems on his 
ash drum and howler skull, Phineas felt he had no choice 
but to agree, like it or not. Once he had his brother's musi- 
cal backing, Morvun made great strides and met with lim- 
ited success. 

Not long after they became known as performers in 
the Hive Ward, Morvun began to have strange dreams in 
which entire poems simply came to him. Upon waking, he 
typically scribbles the dismal words down verbatim in a 
mad, intoxicating rush of creative despair. Phineas insists 
they're by far the best work his brother's ever done — much 
more poignant than his endless series of poems entitled 


“Death.” Morvun revels in such praise but bristles at the com- 


parative insult, often telling his brother to go eat clay. The 
fensir poet sees himself as a great figure of tragedy, 
never realizing that the only tragedy is his own lack of 
talent. 

What neither brother knows is that Xideous, a shator 
gehreleth holed up in the Hive, is using Morvun as a front 
for its own dreary works. Taking refuge in Sigil while it pre- 
pares a revision of The Book of Keeping, Xideous can't resist 
spreading worry and malaise. The gehreleth sends its finely 
crafted, woeful poetry to Morvun in the form of dreams 
while the fensir sleeps the day away. Morvun, of course, be- 
lieves the poems to be products of his own suffering genius 
(though not as good as his “Death” series). Since he only per- 


forms about one ‘leth-created work for every four or five of 


his own, Morvun's track record is patchy at best. 

Phineas once proposed that they hire themselves out 
to pass along secret chant through song (much like the 
priestess Black Marian, who often makes charitable dona- 
tions to the musicians). ‘Course, that would have required 
an audience, something the twins can't often count on. 
But Morvun scuttled the idea anyway, throwing himself at 
his brother's feet, crying, “No, Phin, we can’t! That would 
give us meaning!” 


Quick chase 
crop and Phineas: Base Stats, both —~ i 


-(PI/é fensir twins/HD 4/Bleak Cabal/CN) ell 


AC 7; MV 15; hp see below; THACO 17; AT 2; Dmg — 


Id4/ld4 (stony fists); SW sunlight. faction restric- 
tion; SZ M (7 feet talD; Mes see Below: Int see below: 
XP 270 each, 

Source; Planes of Chaos) MS: 

Notes; SW—the twingsturn to stone if ee to = 
direct sunlight for more than | round; also, as 
Bleakers, the twins are. subject to fits of aplenty 
and hopelessness. = 

FACTION ABILITIES: Immune to certain psionic ai 
itles-and.all madness-inducing Spells; gain a saving » 
throw vs. ESP spells. 

SPELL-LIkE ABILITIES! fransmute earth to stone 
(3/day), transmute rock to mud (3/day). tt 

LoeATion= Weary Head pub in the Hive Ward, 
Seiden the Gatehouse, or anywhere in Sigil (after 


= dark). 


: SEF Also; Black Marian (pg. 12), Chinzpeter (pg. 
124), Judge Gabberslug (pg. 38), Harys Hatchis (pg. 
44), Tarholt (pg..100), and Xideous (pg; 114). 


Morvun Chp 24; ML elite [14]; Int avg [101 
PERSONALITY: dramatic; self-absorbed, unrealistic: 
SPECIAL, EQUIPMENT: None, apart from his writing 
supplies (Morvun eschews material possessions), 
Ro.e-PLavinG: Morvun constantly seeks attention 
and speaks in a loud, drawn-out manner with 
much gesturing. He's entertaining but has little 
practical help to offer others. 

Combat: If atfacked (which i9 otek Moryuit 
screams and flails wildly with his fists; trying to 


create a spectacle to. draw a sympathetic crowd. 


Phineas (hp 28; ML steady [12]; Int-very [121). 
Personaury: dry, tolerant, pragmatic. 
“SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: ash= mephit drum, howler 
skull. . 
ROLE-PLAyinG: Phineas ‘often seems embarrassed 
by his brother, as if wishing the ground would 


- swallow him-up (Morvun is oblivious to this), Al~ 


though he stays quietly in Morvun's shadow, 
Phineas is caustic and cutting — he sees the reality 
of a situation and is the better of: the two-to deal_ 
with Ms 
Comsat: Phineas reacts. in Subdued manner to 
any form of aggression, allowing Morvun's hyster= 


- ics to draw an attacker's attention. If he gets an 


opening, Phineas tries to land a few solid punches, 


Qaida: | see that you are a tiefling, and the button on your 
lapel marks you as a Xaositect. Yet you are a legal ad- 
vocate. How can this be? 

Nye: That skull's a mimir, right? I'm being recorded? 


Q: Yes, but J ask the questions. 

N: Got it. If you're asking what it is I do, I do quite well. 
Just a touch of levity — a necessity, really, when you 
defend the poor, the friendless, and the Clueless before 
those tight-faced Guvner judges at the City Court, 
Which is what I do. Do you think it’s easy to knit de- 
fenses out of thin air? Good ones? I rely on creativity to 
set my clients free. And true creativity comes only from 
chaos. Order's too limiting! It’s essential that I'm disor- 
ganized or I'd get stuck in the same boring thought 
loops that the law boys've been running for years! The 
chains of rules and precedent, Sure, they can rattle off 

the last sentence of the twelfth subparagraph 
Pa on page 554 of the nineteenth volume of last 


\ year's municipal codes, but can they raise a 
v whirlpool in your heart? Lead your head 
down the wrong fork in the road? Water 

your spirit with tears of joy and make it 


bloom like a rainbow? Um... what's 
your name, again? 


Q: Are you accepted by the legal community? 
: Oh, they block me from the Court's libraries. 
But their musty words make me sneeze, 
anyway. Kesto Brighteyes — now 
there's a free-thinker! — lets me do my 
research at the Parted Veil. 'm a 
darned sight more welcome there than 
at court, Which is what I do. Argue cases 

at court, that is. 


Q: Why do your prices vary? 
Because my moods vary. My re- 
tainer has nothing to do with how 
much I put into the case, Today 
ll charge a hundred gold for 
five minutes’ work, Tomorrow 
I'll slave all day for a good 
potato, I win regardless. 


Q: What is your rate of success? 
N: I win. When a berk ap- 
proaches me just outside the 

City Court — or in the Dusty 

Wig tavern nearby, best pub in 
The Lady's Ward — and asks me 
for help, he wins. I've never lost, 
not even in front of that great, smelly 
Judge Gabberslug at the Court of Woe. Every 
now and then the Guvners ship a sod off to 
Gabberslug and send me with him. Maybe 


they figure I won't come back. It is quite nice there, 
Did I mention that I never lose? Most judges, most 
advocates've gone brittle with order — bend ‘em and 
they'll break. For me, the law’s like taffy — stretchy 
and delicious! Did you hear about my defense for 
Wooly Cupgrass’s latest rampage? 


Do you use magic or blackmail to win your cases? 
Wooly was hauled in for disorderly conduct. He does 
the public-spectacle-of-himself thing every once in a 
while. But it's not him — it's what he drinks! And 
somebody’s got to try all of that stuff. It’s a public ser- 
vice. Wooly's wahoo romps through the streets are 
public demonstrations of what can happen when you 
trust a label or a peddler to tell you what you're con- 
suming! Thank goodness he’s built up enough of a 
tolerance to be able to test things for the rest of us. 
Buyer beware. Where were we? 


I repeat: Do you use magic or blackmail to win your 
cases? 
Absolutely not. My imagination does the trick. 


What of your chaos imps? 

Oh. Crawled right into my mind, have you? If you 
know what's in there, why ask questions? Then 
again, why not? The imps are great fun. I picked them 
up like a disease when I was traveling in Limbo — 
they infested my ioun stones. Five stones, five imps. 


Do the stones give you an advantage in court? 

No, they're just for personal defense. One time I won a 
case agains fty baatezu prosecutor, and he tried to 
show me his “gratitude” afterward. So | got the 
stones. But really, I just like the way they look. It 

does my heart good to see them drunkenly orbiting 
my head, And, of course, to see the imps burst out of 
the gems and whiz about the courtroom. It keeps 
everything stirred up. Throw in a little magical dark- 
ness, a cantrip or two, a touch of Xaositect scrambles- 
peak, and I've got an ideal setting for arguing a case. 
Good things are bound to come out of such liveli- 
ness. That's why | wear my patchwork jacket to court 
— to announce that some color's entered the room, 


What use are you to me? 

I'd say you could do with a few more laughs. And 
some confusion. Why not make your interviews form- 
less? Or toss that mimir and work for me. | hire cut- 
ters to hunt down rare texts for my research, and ev- 
idence and witnesses for court appearances. Perhaps 
you're in need of counsel yourself — yes? 


Have you considered that judges may rule in your 
favor simply to be rid of you? 
Hey — I win. 


Fe xc AC 6 armband. D Dex); MV 12; hp 2: THACO 
Dmg 143 (knife); SD-darkness) 


SW faction restricti 
23; XP. 650. 
Source: PS MC. : < 
; 8D -oreate.dareness 15-foot | Pailin once 


“Sper day: auffers half damage from cold; +210 saving 


throws vs. fire, electricity and poison; yd rea@tion © 


~ that requires organization or fas erm: ae 


$8, D15, ae 117, W110, Ch 


bright ier cylirider (become ethereal 
\4charges); cerulean pale rhomboid 


aphere Gtores spirit upon death for tater restora~— 
tion); light blue prism’ (understand all spoken lan= 
guages); and orange cube 
spells.as if Wig 20) Poe 
: ES e of tongues) once” ~ © 
‘blespeak; make — 
the serambles- 
tect; make a Wisdom check to 
“know the. location of any. Jost abject, 


ence reactions; inspire moral cauinter sound Ss 
based attacks; Identify. magical tems (20%)... 


in The Lady's Ward. Nye hawks his ser- — 
Wig 


_ vices outside-the Court or pas aes Dusi 


tavern nearby. 


“ways spiral off from ‘word that catches hisinterest — 
(even if the “word's not at al important to the con- 


What kind of barmy'd ask a proxy of Moradin why the 

dwarven god's so sodding stiff, or tell a priestess at the Tem- 

ple of the Abyss that her church seems a bit well, over- 

done? If the asker’s not a wide-eyed prime, it's probably 

" Omott, a linqua who bothers priests, paladins, and proxies 

oe ~al throughout the Cage with its endless, insistent questions of 

B “why?” See, Omott’s looking for a new source of 

—- power, and it's shopping around for a deity to be its 
personal sponsor. 

The linqua was originally created by Sung Chiang 

— to guard the Teardrop Palace on Gehenna, But one 

en Mf day, while patrolling the outer reaches of the 

a realm, Omott chased a taunting spinagon and fell 

right into a baatezu trap. See, the fiends'd just been dealt a 

harsh blow in a Blood War skirmish with the tanar'ri, and 

= they were itching to take it out on someone. The tiny lin- 


5 Sas qua made a good target. 
, Omott got dragged off to Baator, where, cut off 
from Sung Chiang’s reach, the sod felt its strength and 
= special powers drain away. Omott barely endured sev- 
am eral hundred years of painful torment before wriggling 


< i free and finding a gate to Sigil. (Omott credits the es- 

= cape to clever thinking, but the baatezu actually let the 

= linqua go, having squeezed all the fun out of it they 
wanted.) 

‘Course, Sigil was a strange place, and Omott 

hadn't learned much during its isolated life as a 

guard and then prisoner. However, it did know the 

a tale of Runnisimon, the first linqua, who left 

Sung Chiang’s realm and later tried to return. 

Runnisimon was not forgiven; instead, it was 

destroyed. No use asking why. 

Thus, Omott decided to stay in the Cage 

and look for a way to rejuvenate its racked 

body. The once-familiar power of Sung Chiang 

hadn't coursed through its veins in hundreds of 

years, but the linqua still felt the sting of with- 

drawal, A tiefling referred Omott to Wooly Cupgrass — a 

bariaur alchemist with potions to cure most any ailment — 

but not even those short-lived rushes of exhilaration sated 
/ its cravings. 


Now, afraid to return to Gehenna but aching 
for a jolt of power, Omott's bent on picking a new 
patron god (preferably, one as tough as Sung Chiang, 

just in case he ever comes after the way- 
ward linqua). Since its capture by the baatezu, 
Omott's alignment has slowly changed from neutral 
evil to just plain neutral, and that suits the linqua fine. It 
figures it's got to keep as open a mind as pos- 
sible while hunting for a new sponsor. What's 
more, Omott’s willing to shift to whatever alignment 
is necessary to serve the right high-up. 
Naturally, it’s quite uppity of a linqua 
to think it has a hand in shaping its own 
fate, not to mention suspicious. When Omott 
approaches priests and such, asking all manner of 


questions about their deities (what they're like, what type of 
powers they grant, what kind of service they require, and so 
on), most folks are peery. They figure the linqua to be some sort 
of spy — that is, until Omott starts in with all of his whys. The 
questions tend to make it clear that the berk’s actually quite 
naive. 

In any case, a body who watches Omott for a short time 
might think the linqua quite selective, But Omott's just as 
likely to approach a proxy of Graz’zt, Set, or any other evil 
power as it is a shining aasimon on a mission from Mount Ce- 
lestia. What's more, Omott attends services at temples through- 
out the Cage and has been known to annoy priests with off-the- 
cuff questions (“Why do you wear such a large hat?") or blunt 
observations ("That ritual certainly seems pointless."). 

Fact is, the linqua's been tossed out of the best churches in 
town. But nothing seems to slow it down. Omott's often spot- 
ted sitting on the steps of temples, waiting to assault wor- 
shipers with questions as they stream out after services. The 
linqua even follows adventuring parties (uninvited) on mi 
sions to the realms of powers across the planes. It only leaves 
the Cage every now and again, but what better way to get a 
good, close look at a potential sponsor? Of course, the gods’ 
proxies usually fail to see Omott's interest as a compliment. 

Recently, though, the inquisitive linqua found a bunch 
right in | most receptive to its curiosity — a group of Sign- 
ers who call themselves the Will of the One. Under the leader- 
ship of a water genasi called Prisine, the Will wants to resurrect 
Aoskar, the fallen god of portals. Sure, they know that the Lady 
of Pain cast Aoskar out of the Cage long, long ago. They know 
that his weakened husk floats helplessly on the Astral. But Pri- 
sine and her group think they could bring him back — by chan- 
nelling his power directly into Omott. 

The Will answers many of the linqua’s questions about 
Aoskar, Sigil, and the powers in general, though they tweak the 
truth a bit to serve their own ends. Omott's often seen walk- 
ing about with the affable dabus Fell, said to be a proxy of 
Aoskar (if such a thing can be) with close ties to the Will of the 
One. This does nothing for the linqua’s popularity; lately, the 
sod’s even fallen under the eye of Saure, the bully gautiere who 
stumps for the Athar. But Omott's too busy asking questions to 
take note of much else. Even with the chant from the Signers, 
Omott's still got a slew of whys for most every berk it sees. 

Luckily, the linqua’s physical presence isn’t threatening 
(though the spiked mace of pain slung across its back gives a 
few bashers pause). Omott resembles a short, stumpy humanoid, 
but its blocky form reveals it to be a created object, not a living 
creature with curves and subtle nuances. Its pallid, weather- 
worn skin is often covered with scratch marks and scabs from the 
irritation of the ever-sprouting clumps of itchy green hair. 
Though usually straight-faced, Omott's been known to break 
into a yellowed grin when particularly pleased by an answer to 
a vexing question. 

What'd make the linqua happiest, of course, would be that 
which'd make it complete — to again be filled with the energy 
of a power. As an artificial construct, Omott can live forever — 
but as an empty vessel, it can create nothing. 
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= WHA YOU cAN DO 


Quick Chant 


Omott 
(PIS linqua/HD 2/N) 


AC 4; MV.6; hp 12; THACO 19 (7 w/mace); *AT 1; 
Dmg 1d6+2 (mace) or 143 (fist); SA backstab 
(x2), SD-immunities; MR°5%; $28 @ feet tall); 
ML average (9); Int very G2); XP.650. 

Soukce;-Planes of Conflict MS. 

Notes: SD-half damage from fires cold, 
and acid: 

PERSONALITY: Chrions, tenacious, blunt, 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: mace of-pain (inflicts 
damage as a mace.+2, and-imposes a’cumula- 
tive 5%. chance per round leven if no attacks 
hit] that the target's THACO is lowered by 4, 
all damage-caused ‘heals at half the normal 
Tate). 

‘THIEP-ABILITIES: PP-40, OL -25;-F/RT 20,.MS 
50;-H5:55; DN 20; CW:65, RL 0; 

Logarion in. or near the temples of Sigil, or 
anywhere among worshipers. 

ROLE*PIAVING: Omott-ofter seems like a per- 
sistent child, asking one “why?” question after 
another and-saying whatever's on its mind 
(no matter how it might-bevreceiVed) But 
Omott's quest for knowledge is genuine 

Comsat: The lingua is-a-skilled wielder of 
his-mace of pain. Also, Omott's quite valuable 
to the Will-of the One-and thus falls under 
their protection; 2d4 bashers (3rd-level fight= 
ers or mages) come 1 Omott's aid tf they.can 

Skt Aisor Wooly. Cupgrasa (pg. 22), Fell (pq: 
36), Saure (pg. 90),.and the Will of tHe One 
(pgs 0) 


ASKNO@ + 
WHA+.¥ouUR POW ER” 
cAN-D® ror Y@U.BU+ 


SFor YOUR POWER; 


—- PROXY'S ADVICE 
=< +o OMO++ 


In the 126th year of Factol Hashkar’s reign — | found 
Master Bilfar dead this morning. In his bed. The meal tray 
clattered to the floor as I took a step backward, grabbing for 
the iron symbol of Zerthimon | wore around my neck. | 
grasped the cold metal and prayed, even as the killer — the 
killers? — emerged from beneath the bed and swarmed atop 
the spilled peaches and strips of fhorge flank. 

The rats — the rat? — peered at me with a hundred 
white, unblinking eyes even as they tore at the broiled meat. 
| had read my master’s notebook and knew full well the por- 
tent of the cranium rats. | cursed myself for misremember- 
ing my dagger and backed toward the door when I heard — 
felt — a voice, 

Stay. No fear. We bled this wizard to protect the Us. He 
dreamed of the Us and the god-brain. But we dreamed of 
him, And you. We know you. You are githzerai, enemy of the 
god-brain, To you we say: Serve the Us and live. Serve the 
Us and bring pain and death to the god-brain. 

Then my mind flared with pictures, images framed with 
licking flames. My first view was of foul Ilsensine, the grea 
green god-brain of the illithids pulsating in dark tunnels be- 
neath the Outlands. Then came pictures of cranium rats, re- 
laying to it secrets from every dark crack and corner of the 
planes. But as I watched, | felt the vermin strain under 
llsensine's enslaving chains, felt them rage as fiercely as 
my ancestors had against the chains of the hated 
mindiflayers. 
| And then I saw a single knot of rats 
Smoré thick than any pack before. A 
‘hundred or more, aware at last of 
their own power, breaking their 
clidins to act in fearsome union, solic~ 
iting my aid in the destruction of their 
former master — the same putrid master who 
enslaved my people millennia ago 
% and split our race forever in twain, 
githzerai and githyanki. 


The words, the images, the request, all had occupied but 
a few seconds — enough, though, for glory to seize my soul, 
for if | — I! — could do what countless rrakkma bands could 
not — if I could shed the skin of my undistinguished life and 
stand reborn a savior — perhaps generations hence young 
githzerai might wear my symbol around their necks. 


Two months since — In Bilfar’s employ, | served but one 
lord; as of late, | serve many. To the self-appointed nobles of 
simpleton called “Parakk” — the word means 
both “servant” and “master” in the githzerai tongue; | could 
think of no other name more suited to my new life. 
Word of my service — and my astounding succ 
spreads quickly through the wards; as many as five times a 
day I hear an urchin in the street directing frightened couriers 
to my new accommodations in this swill-pen called the Hive: 
“Parakk the Ratcatcher? Aye, sirrah, he lives there, across 
from the Bottle & Jug. I'll point out his door, for a copper.” 
The messengers come to me and plead their case — oh, 
as many cranium rats as that? My, my, your employer 
—and I come running to 


does indeed have a problem 


the afflicted court, warehouse, or tavern to set the matter right. 
Yes, sir, | smile. Results guaranteed. No, no, | won't need that. You 
see, I send them through a shifting portal in the Slags — a real pox to 
find, that one is — to a pocket demiplane, leaving them forever adrift 
in the swirling sea of the Deep Ethereal. A much kinder fate than 
they deserve, some say, but I have a way with them, sir, you'll see. 


The Us cannot move through the streets — not even with magic 
or stealth — until the darkest hours just before and after antipeak. It 
hides itself well in the harrowing ruins of the Slags with illusions 
and specters. The coins | earn buy meat to feed its body; the rats I 
reap bring intelligence to feed its mind. 

And what of me? I have retrieved a small looking glass — os- 
tensibly to keep my head and face clean-shaven — but I find myself 
peering into it constantly. Does it show, my deception, my undertak- 
ing? As always, my reflection says nothing. I study the same even 
features of the unremarkable countenance, the familiar sallow skin, 
the plain, muddy eyes framed by the soiled hood of the brown 
robe. In those rare moments when | am able to find sleep, | dream 
that I look into the mirror and see my reflection stare back with rat- 
like eyes of opaque pearls. 


Five months (?) since — Yesterday | cleaned out the Mortuary. One 
wouldn't think the Dustmen would mind a few rodents among the 
corpses, but what sage can ever truly hope to fathom those quarrel- 
some social clubs called factions? One of the so-called Dead thanked 
me for coming (and well I noted the doubt on his ashen, unimpressed 
face) and showed me the holes in the base of the wall, here and here 
and there. Then he stood back as I crouched by the wall, rubbing the 
lips of my fingers together in front of the openings. 

Within moments, the rats responded — first one, then four, then 
eleven came skittering out of the holes, sniffing and licking and nip- 
ping at my hands. I knew the Dustman thought I had perhaps soaked 
my fingers in a meat sauce, but it was the musk scent of the Us it- 
self in which my hands had been steeped, an odor undetectable to 
any but the rats. Not even I know the smell. 

The skull-loving sod paid me, then, in full, dropping the coins 
into my outstretched palm as the rats danced nervously about my feet. 


He clearly saw me with new eyes as I calmly strode out of the build- - a ‘even ifi looks like he’ W be threatened, _ 
ing, the rats following me down Barmy Street like hungry spellhaunts _ Only if cornered will he use hisdagger. Ee 
after a plump wizard. We reached the Hive, then the ghastly Slags, y Parakk- wants nothing to stop. him from © 
then the steps half-buried under rubble and the twisting maze of the completion of his mission. 


dirt-packed tunnels, until we stood in the august presence of the Us. ~~ Se Atso: Phas’ sso Se -123)and the 

The eleven new rats joined the pack, bringing the total to well = : : 
over — I'd lost count by this time, but surely at least a hundred and 
ten — but it was not to be. Eight tasted freedom and rebellion for the 
first time and, confused, rejected it; they had to be destroyed. Three 
remained. Still, better than last week's disastrous turn with the rats 
from the Temple of the Abyss; the fiend lived in those ver for 
they not only refused the Us but managed to tear out nine of its 
throats before being slain. 

But the Us grows in both number and intelligence. And as its 
mental powers increase, the day of vengeance on the illithid god- 
brain draws near, the day for which my race has waited for cen- 
turies upon centuries, the day for which I have lived in quiet servi- 
tude, the extraordinary reward of my ordinary existence. 


+774 


There's this modron that 
lives down in the Hive Ward, in 
that wuined old tower just off 
Whisper Way. F figure he's 6 
vogue. For one thing, he calls 
himsel} Ylem. For another, 
he’s got it in his head that he's 
some kind of spellcaster. When 
7d go walking, as like as wot #9 
see him out around his tower, work- 
ing up some magic. One time he told 
me he was trying to make spell- 
haunts. 7 told him any sodding fool 
knows wot to mess with them, 
He didn't listen. He was dead 
set on making some kind of plant- 
slave out of the ‘vine growing 
all over his tower. He made 
something out of it, all right, 
but it’s like nothing F've ever 
seen. 

Somehow, that modvon gave 
that razowvine a brain, The boxy 
benk was too blind to see it, but F 
felt « presence. The vine was ative 
— alive like you and me, 3 still 
looks the same, with little black 
leaves like heavts, and stems that Ut 
rip through shin like it was paper. 
F ve counted nine separate vines, 
all growing together in 4 tangle up 
the side of the tower. At least, 

there's nine in Patch. There's a 
few dozen more twisting all over 
that tower, but there's nothing 


special about them. Most folks 
i probably couldn't tell Patch 
years 7 Ve grown nazor- ‘ m — from the vest. He doesn't give 
vine all around my kip. , -* " “off a feeling of magic, or good, 
Today F spent four . on evil, or anything. 
hours cutting and burning Patch is what F call him. The 
every last stem away. Ff you ve got Vine at your place, you'd ‘vine, 7 mean. 7 used to go by most every 
best do the same, Take a minute first for some chain mail and afternoon to see how he was doing. F don't know if he could sense 
metal gloves. Go on, do it right wow. This note UE still be here me when ? talked to him. owe of my spells could get me into 
when you get back, whatever passed for his mind. But every day, he'd have grown 
Seems like every cutter in the Cage's got ‘vine growing two on three feet further across the wall. Other days the dabus’d 


about, don't it? F put mine up for the same reason as most folks, beat me there and cut him back, just like he was any other vine. 
F guess: to make them knights of the post think twice about rob- But he just kept growing again. 


bing my place. 3's simple. Aud it wooks betters spells. Many 's To really kill razowine you've got to pull out the roots and 
the morning ? ve stepped outside to find dark red puddles on the burn them with magical fire. That's how F killed the plants at 
ground and thief fingers still caught in the vine. my kip. But 7 don't even know where Patch’s roots ave. fis ten- 


Ht always seemed funny that the Lady of Pain didn't care dvils dig right into the broken old wall of the tower, and #9 bet 
fon the stuff. Her dabus poke around all Jay with their shears, 4 copper they go down through the wall and deep into the 


trimming it back from all the streets and public buildings and ground, down where the dabus themselves keep their bunks. 
whatnot. 7 guess now 7 know she was right and F was wrong. don't visit Patch any more. Hot since the wight F saw 
Guess that's why 7 don't bun the city. that cambion trickster push a tiefling into the ‘vine and hold him 
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there till he stopped squirming. The cambion 's called Rule-of- 
Thee, because he does everything triple. He goes around the Cage 
like he’s an old githzenai, but 3 can see his veal form. F know a few 
thicks mysel}. 

Altes that night, 7 made it my business to spy and see if the 
thickster came back to visit Patch any more. He did, every third night, 
around autipeak. First hed stick 4 new stem cutting in with the ‘vines 
on the wall. Then hed hold some poor creature on 00 in the Vine and 
bleed him to death. Patch seemed to writhe a bit, like he was gorging. 
Aud then the trickster asked questions out loud (always theee) about 
things that give good folks nightmares. On my honor, fresh blood 
dripped down the tower wall. FH spelled out words. Patch gave out 
answers. 

The fiend D pull out the empty compse and take it away with him, 
but hed leave the new cutting. The blood mnning down the wall dried 
up 4 few minutes later. Come morning it was barely « light pink stain, 
hardly there at all considering how miserable the wall looked on its 
own, And the new cutting was 4 pavt of Patch for good. 

F got determined to get into the trickster's mind and see what 
he was up to. # got my chance one wight when he was busy struggling 
with a big human who still had too much pep in him to go into the 
‘vine without a fight. # saw lots of things in there that 7 ow t want to 
think about ever again. But 7 also saw what # was looking for. 

Patch can think, all right, OLd Rute-of-Theee brought it ‘vine 
cuttings from other places in Sigit or the Outlands ov other planes. 
From anyplace he wanted to know about, Hed put « cutting in with 
Patch s tangle, then feed it some blood. Ft didu't matter whose, but 
the trickster didn't seem too willing to give up too much of his own. 
Patch d feast on the blood and answer whatever questions were put to 
him. By twining with the new cutting, Patch knew everything that 
went on wear the cutting 's original vine, wherever it was. 

Sometimes he brought 4 cutting prom a factol’s kip in The Lady's 
Ward. Sometimes he brought one from far away. The more the blood 
Howed from the sod in the ‘vine, the more the bloody words flowed 
from Patch, and the better the answer Patch gave. And the fiend 
wanted good answers, 

Then F went deeper into his head. # saw a place down in the 
Abyss where razowine comes from. F saw tanar ri lords gathered 
around 4 great big Vine plant, huge as a mountain. They fed it lots of 
blood — lots of blood — and they used it to see what went on any- 
where that ‘Vine grew. Fn any corner of any plane. 

That's why F got vid of the vine around my kip. And #9 bet a 
copper that’s why the Lady doesn't want it around. Ft also explaing 
why the stuff can sprout just about anywhere, in any kind of weather, 
nd why it’s so sodding havd to hill. But it sure makes a lot of high-ups 
look foolish. They plant razowine on purpose to keep their jewels and 
secrets safe. They don't know they re giving up their secrets to the last 
besks that should have thems. 

O} course, old Rete-of- Thee is & trickster. H's possible that 
what 7 saw in his head's just nolso. The past about bringing Patch 

that ‘gfe. F ve seen it work with my om eyes. 
if the fiend's fancy. Who can say? F just 


‘Quick Chant 


Patchs= 
(M/razorvine/S hp per vine/N) 


AC 5; MV.O; hp 45 (9-vines); THACO 20;.+ 


patch); Int average (10); XP 975. 
SourcePS MCI. 


Notes: SD—vines shy Tegrow within:3 


AT 
“spectal*; Dmg 1d3/1d4 + special*; SD re~ 
growth, immunities; 8Z G (30-foot x 20 foot BA 


days unless the rooftis pulled up and -de- 


stroyed; immune tomonmagical-fire and-e 


immune to all mind-affecting magic: — 


an © 
be cut only by Type S (slashing) weapons; * 


* #AT/Dmg: Anyone handling razorvine 
must save vs. death magic (or make a Dex 


check) each round or suffer 1d3 points 


of 
damage + Wis base AC. Each vine cut gets a% 


recoil attack against the cutter's normal AC; 


Personality: self-aware, 
SPECIAL EQUIPMENTnone, 


.a successful attack inflicts 1d4 points of dam-~ 
age + the cutter's base AC (no save allowed). 


Lotarion: clinging to the outside of Ylem's 


crumbling tower in the Hive Ward, 
ROLE-PLAYING, Patch absorbs blood a 


nd 


then drips it down the tower wall to spell out 
two- or three-word answers to simple ques- 
tions. The more blood it's given, the better 


answer it can provide. 


CompatT none; Patch. ean only injure ~~ 


those who come into contact with it 


Ske Also: Rule-of-Three (pg- gp sand ¥ Vem 


(pg. 116): ee 


phe AI 
— PA+CH’S 


FIRst FHOUGHHES — 


The silver 
skull hangs in the air, right 
where I threw it, staring at me 
with its empty eye sockets in the 
darkness of the alley. 
“So, tell me, mimir — ever been stolen before?” 


"Indeed not,” rasps the skull. "My owner is usually 
more careful as to my safety, considering my value to her. | 
expect she has already cast locare object to find me.” 


“Guess again, smiley. I'm the best sharper in the ward — 
your owner's probably still back in the Speckled Rat, not 
even aware that you're missing yet. See, you're plenty valu- 
able to Shemeshka the Marauder, too. The fiend promised 
me a factol's ransom for delivering you. Must be some 
pretty important chant tucked away in your head.” 

Say, maybe I can double my take for this job by selling the 
skull to Shemeshka and pawning its chant to another blood. 

“Tell you what, smiley, let's start with this owner of 
yours. What do you know about her?" 


“Although you currently possess me, | am owned by an 
aasimar named Qaida, Her smooth, hairless head and radiant 
emerald skin are evidence of her celestial father, a planetar 
who was seduced — some say willingly — by an evil human 
wizardess. The child of their union was not welcome an 
Mount Celestia, least of all by her father 

“Thus, Qaida’s mother left her in the care of tieflings on 
the Lower Planes. They found the child quite a prize, a chance 
to avenge the proud arrogance of their hated cousins, the 
aasimar. The tieflings raised Qaida to be evil, but the mere 
fact that she is an aasimar — looking quite like a serenely 
beautiful human — leads many to trust her implicitly. To fur 
ther maintain the illusion, Qaida masks her true aura with 


magic such as undetectable alignment and undetectable lic.” 


Now this is interesting — I never knew those sodding 
aasimar could be anything but perfumed do-gooders. 

“What about that dwarf, skull? Back in the pub, I saw 
Qaida hand him a good few palms of gold.” 


“He is Tarholt, a trader who sells my owner gems from 
the Dwarven Mountain on the Outlands. The gold was 
Qaida’s payment for her most recent purcha 


So, she's evil and rich enough to buy jewels. I like her 
better and better. 

“Your owner's got a lot of life in her, mimir. Why's she 
carry that scythe? Why's she wear the black cloak of a Dust- 
man?” 


“Qaida spent much of her life in Cauldron, an island 
town in Arawn's realm on the Gray Waste. She studied 
under the clergy of Arawn, becoming first a priestess and 
eventually a proxy of the Celtic death god. Her present task 


is to turn the hearts and minds of the Dustmen away from 
their general worship of Death and toward a more specific 
worship of Arawn 

“To that end, she has come to Sigil through a portal in 
the catacombs beneath the Mortuary. My owner has joined 
the Dustmen, hoping to change them fram within. She be: 
lieves that the long-ruling Factol Skall has ignored the po: 
tential might of the faction for too many centuries; with his 
removal, the Dustmen might be mare easily swayed.” 


Depose Skall? Steal the faction? Sure, and I'll get the 
baatezu and tanar'ri to kiss and make up. 

“Come on, smiley — how in the planes does Qaida think 
she'll succeed?” 


"My owner is slowly building a net of contacts and al 
lies, both within the faction and without. She spends much 
time in alehouses of the Lower Ward, especially the White 
Casket and the Speckled Rat, selling faction Contracts to the 
foolish and the drunk. For a few gold pieces, Qaida buys the 
rights to their future corpses, Later, when she needs a favor 

he it money, muscle, or influence — she finds a signer and 
offers to tear up his Contract in exchange for his aid, 

“Most agree. After all, signing a 


ay your corpse Tor 
eternity comes easily when heady with wine, but the morn 
ing brings sober realization, regret, and fear — and a desir 


to cancel the bargain, if at all possible.” 


True enough. 

“But what's your owner do about berks who sign their 
names, take their coins, and then tell her to pike it when she 
comes calling?” 


In such instances, she employs a gautiere known as 
Saure, 4 collector of corpses who supplements her modest 
income by going afier such reluctant fools and convincing 
them to accede to Qaida’s request. My owner primarily sends 
Saure after those who possess some usefulness or those who 
flout the terms of the Contract by refusing to die after an ac 
ceptable length of time. Currently, Saure pursues Verden, the 
elf who runs the Azure Iris inn above Fortune's Wheel,” 


I'm starting to see why Shemeshka took an interest in 
this cutter. But why the skull? 

“What's your story, mimir? | mean, you and Qaida look 
cute together and all — both as bald as wastrel eggs — but 
why does she cram you with chant?” 


“| record the terms of Contracts to guard against the 
loss or theft of the signed papers. But my owner also fills me 
mation from thousands of interviews with the 


with in 
planewalkers and adventurers who pass through Sigil daily. 
She approaches anyone who might have knowledge to pass 
on — even the dimmest-looking barbarian could possess a 
secret or a scrap of wisdom that might help her quest to 
control the Dustmen.” 


+80 + 


Yeah, I'd seen that my- E + 
self. I'd watched Qaida move H £ 
from table to table at the rs 
Speckled Rat, using the 
mimir to suck up all the chant she 
could. I think she 
cast tongues or 
some such spell so 
she could talk to 
everyone she met. She 
told folks she wanted 
pure knowledge for its own 
sake. That, as a Dustman, she just 
wanted to understand the nature of exis- 
tence. The lady was cold, empty, as clinical as a killer — 
the perfect Dustman, But she was also incredibly thorough. 
No facts escaped her or her skull, no matter how boring or 
pointless they seemed. | mean, no modron or Guvner 
could've done better. 

Sometimes she'd just sit back and let a sod talk for 
hours, hitting him with one probing question after another, 
dropping a few coins in his hand when she was done, Usu- 
ally, it didn't seem like she was looking for any particular bit 
of chant; she just wanted to know everything. What it's like 
to kill a beholder, the depth of the blood marshes outside 
Torch — when I grabbed the skull and ran, a bariaur herbal- 
ist'd already wasted an hour spouting off his theories on the 
nature of razorvine. 


— Q@AIDA 


aA VISI+ 


Spinalistainsju 
tonthelMortuany. 


SE++ING 4 SOD UP For 
from LY’KRI+CH 


Crarucs oF Darla 


But other 

times it looked 

like she was dig- 

ging for something she 

knew was there, like 

she'd already ripped 

away a sod’s skullcap 

and peppered him with 

questions to steer him in a 
particular direction. 

“Tell me true, mimir — 

does your owner have some 

kind of trick that lets her peep 

into a berk's mind?” 


And the fact that she paid out in gold for sometimes 
just a few minutes of talking didn't seem to hurt, either. 
Which reminds me Jey, smiley, when Qaida paid 
those berks in the pub, one of the coins was always solid 
black. What's that all about?" 


Great blades! Shemeshka’s going to 
pay me triple for this job! “Mimir, why 
didn't you tell me about this sooner?” 


+82 + 


“Yeah, yeah, spare me! Listen, 
can't those berks just toss away your 
owner's sodding black jink?” 


“But — but — where's this 
shadow fiend now? Does it live 
under her bed or something?” 


bod 1 victim, But I cannot ident 


“Never mind!" I grab the alignment, ateh; an ad; Cause 
skull and stuff it into my bag, just ert i 
as the darkened alley grows blacker 
than the night. But it’s too late — I 
feel it in my bones. A shadow wraps 
‘round me like a rug, and I curse 
Shemeshka's foul name. .. . 


(as abse 


moments 


of Public Si 


I5- fodkpadius.undetectabte 


use blindness. or deafness 


good passerscby for 
imar), though she 
help hi P But ‘she's 


Bring me three coppers, I'll tell you a lie. 
Bring me three smiles, by evening you'll ci 
Bring me three Bleakers, in madness you'll die. 

— children’s rhyme about Rule-of-Three 


A basher heading to the Abyss could do worse than to ask 
old Rule-of-Three for tips. ‘Course, the asker'd better have 
time on his hands; the cambion always gives three answers 
to every question. Some subjects can be handled more 
quickly than others; when asked what a mortal caught in the 
Abyss should do, he says, “Survive, find an exit, and use it.” 
Usually, though, Rule-of-Three goes on and on, reaching the 
same conclusion three different ways, using three different 
examples to illustrate a point, or asking the same sodding 
question three times over. 

He'd make a great Guvner, seeing as how they live by 
lists and patterns — if he wasn't a tanar'ri, that is. Rule-of- 
Three's just too chaotic to put much stock in coherence or or- 
ganization, Sure, he talks in threes, but sometimes the meat of 
what he’s saying is buried deep under useless, triplicate 
tongue-flapping that'd make the most patient monk scream. 
(The cambion loves to peel the gullible with chatter that 
sounds important but means nothing — ask him about the 
paladin who stayed awake for three weeks because Rule-of- 
hree told him that “the Sleeping Ones stir at antipeak.") Still, 
he's known in the Lower Ward as the blood to see about all 
matters Abyssal. 

Of course, a berk who comes with a question'd also bet- 
ter bring three items of payment. Rule-of-Three doesn't care 
what he's paid for his information, as long as it comes in a 
set of three: one gold, one silver, and one copper piece; a 
potion, an oil, and a poison; a joke, a proverb, and an insult, 
Remember, though, the trick is to make three related offer- 
ings — a berk who can't show how his payment's a set of 
three won't get much help from the cambion. 


Rule-of-Three's often found at the Styx Oarsman, a™ 


shadowy kip in the Lower Ward that caters to tanar'ri. But 
he usually takes the form of a wizened githzerai — a reedy, 
pointy-nosed sage in gray sackcloth, quick to hoist an alé 
and even quicker to flash a yellowed, gap-toothed grin, For 
one thing, it gives him the edge in encounters, as many 
bashers (especially primes) tend to judge a body by his form. 
But he also likes to polymorph to shed the stigma of his her- 
itage. His father was a glabrezu spy, but, like all cambions, 
his mother was human — a knothole in his family tree 
that makes him a second-class fiend among other tanar’ri 
who take pride in being whole-blooded. 

Speaking of his parentage, there's chant that the 
Abyssal lord Graz'zt might have had a hand in Rule-of- 
Three's birth. Certainly, Graz'zt took a shine to the cambion, 
training him in the cultivation of viper trees on the triple 
layer of Azzagrat (a natural home for the fiend). Rule-of- 
Three still grows the trees in Sigil and even sells one or 
two a week — they make excellent watchdogs. 

But it’s other plots that really set this cambion 
apart. First of all, perhaps due to his skill with viper 


trees, he’s quite handy with razorvine — specifically, the 
sentient razorvine known as Patch that clings to the side of 
a dilapidated tower in the Hive Ward. In all of Sigil, only 
Rule-of-Three knows how to squeeze chant out of Patch; in 
fact, the fiend’s probably the only one who even knows 
Patch erists. (Course, that's because other sods who find out 
get put in the dead-book.) 

What's more, the cambion’s less inclined to toe the 
Abyssal line, maybe because of how his fellow tanar'ri snub 
him. Fact is, he’s steadfastly opposed to the Blood War, and 
he's working behind the scenes to put an end to the fighting. 
His position’s especially ironic given that the rogue asuras 
Koe leads a secret cabal of celestials that sells arms to fiends 
in a bid to prolong the war. But whereas Koe hopes the 
tanar'ri and baatezu'll kill each 
other off and make the multi- = 
verse a safer place, Rule-of- 
Three comes at the situation 
from the opposite direction. 

See, the cambion thinks: 
the three main races of the 
Lower Planes — the 
tanar'ri, the 
baatezu, 
and the 
yugo- 


loths — should join forces and bring the haughty berks 

of the Upper Planes to their knees. He’s even got the se- 
cret backing of Graz'zt himself in this matter, and the cam- 
bion often arranges meetings and back-door deals in Sigil 

with like-minded baatezu. 

From time to time, he also sends adventuring types on 
missions to the Abyss, Mount Celestia, and everywhere in 
between. Sometimes he demands such service in exchange 
for sensitive or dangerous information about faction go- 
ings-on in Sigil. (His eve of seeing — which replaces an eye 
lost in a fight with a guardinal leonal — tells much him of 
what goes on in town; the rest he buys from a tiefling 
named Colcook who spies for Shemeshka the Marauder.) 

Usually, the cambion cloaks the true intent of the 
missions, even from the berks who're doing it. For in- 

stance, he might hire a party to plant a viper tree 
outside of Baator's iron city of Dis — but not tell 
» — them the snakes carry instructions for a pit fiend 
cohort there. 
‘Course, through all his dealings, Rule-of-Three 
keeps up his characteristic, confusing triple-talk. 
Some like to draw a connection between him and 
Unity-of-Rings, the charitable deva who also 
dispenses cryptic advice to those in the 
Cage. After all, they do seem to balance 
each other — one's a fiend, one's a celes- 
~ tial; one's chaotic evil, one's lawful good; one 
© takes, one gives, and so on. More importantly, 
though, both have adopted names and de- 
meanors in keeping with a fundamental rule 
of the multiverse. In the cambion’s case, he 
= symbolizes the simple idea that the number 
three has power on the planes. After all, so 
many important things come in threes — 
Jaw, chaos, and neutrality; good, evil, 
and neutrality; the Prime Material, Outer, 
and Inner Planes; the list goes on and on. 
Scholars who debate about the cam- 
bion and the deva have theorized the 
existence of one other archetypal 
being, one who represents the third 
maxim of the multiverse: the idea that 
a body always stands at the center of 
everything, that no one spot’s more im- 
portant than any other. Graybeards figure 
this creature — who they call Center-of- 
All — must stand in the middle of both 
Unity-of-Rings and Rule-of-Three, in 
terms of alignment and physical lo- 
cation. Fact is, they think he’s an 
aurumach rilmani living at the 
= base of the Spire on the Outlands. 
But put the question to 
Rule-of-Three, and all a body 
gets is “yes,” “no,” and 
“maybe.” 
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“If Sigil is the City of Doors, then it's also got to be the city 
of keys — it just follows.” So says Alluvius Ruskin, owner of 
Tivvum's Antiquities, the largest supplier of gate keys in the 
Cage. Need a white rose petal to open a gate to Arborea? Or 
how about a baatezu heart for a trip to the frozen wastes of 
Cania? Whatever the key, it's a good bet that the object’s in 
a bin, barrel, or case at Tivvum's, 

Alluvius, a small, elderly tiefling, speaks in a shaky 
voice, but she’s fiercely confident about her busine: 
had to work twice as hard to get my good reputation 
s. “It's almost been the death of me! | know what folks 
think when they see a tiefling, and believe me, it ain't ‘Here, 
take my jink"!" 

Alluvius (Lu, for short) exaggerates just a bit. But no 
one else knows that practically nothing could be the death 
of her, She's an incantifier, She no longer lives in the normal 
ep; 
‘an absorb the effect of any 


sa 


sense of the word, having no need to breathe, eat, or sl 
instead, she feeds on magic. Lu 
spell thrown at her or drain every last drop of power from 
any magical item. Fact is, she must — she’s got to absorb 
enough magic each month to keep from permanently losing 
some of her own power. 

But Lu’s need for magic goes far beyond just sustaining 
herself from month to month. For an incantifier, magic is 
the key to everything because it equals might — if a body 
gets enough of it, he can bend the multiverse to his will. 
Centuries ago, the incantifiers were a full-fledged 
faction in Sigil. Called the Incanteriunr cl 
nicknamed the Magicians — the magi¢ is wi 
grew in power and influence until hey 
could make the other factions jump. 3 
Then they just disappeared one day, 
citadel and all. 

Most folks chalked it up to the 
Lady of Pain. But a few incanti- 
fiers remained. One of them, a 
blood named Tivvum, took 
Alluvius under his wing; she 
underwent a dozen years’ worth 
of spells and rituals that ttans- 
formed her into a Magician in 
her own right. And whether 
Tivvum left the Cage in search 
of life-sustaining magic or 
ultimately met the same fate 
as his fellows, one day. he 
too, vanished — leaving Lu 
in charge of Tivvum's 
Antiquities. 

Lu’s determined 
not to fade away like 
her incantifier prede+ 
cessors. She figures, 
they went about their 
mission of collecting 
all the magic in Sigil a 


little too obviously. As she sees it, a Magician ought to have 
a bit more sleight of hand — especially if she hopes to get 
one up on the Lady. 

See, Lu’'s ultimate goal is to drain Sigil itself of magic, 
and she's looking for a magical item (or perhaps a one-of-a- 
kind wild magic surge) that'll let her do it, Lu figures that 
the Lady derives power from the city. That means she'll get 
weaker as Lu gets stronger. And when Alluvius rules Sigil — 
and all the wondrous magic of its portals — she imagines 
she'll also rule the multiverse. 

‘Course, this is no small feat for the frail tiefling. But 
while she gathers every spell and magical item she can get her 
hands on (often trading them for gate keys), she's got a 
scheme in the works that might quicken her rise to power. She 
trades raw evil magic to the shadow fiend Ly'kritch in ex- 
change for gems that contain trapped intellects. Lu hopes that, 


sooner or later, the fiend'll bring her a gem that houses the 
spirit of a wizard strong enough to help her defeat the Lady. 
Legend has it that, millennia ago, an unnamed wizard 
almost put Sigil’s high-up down all by himself. But the Lady 
managed to capture his mind in an orb and stash it deep in 
a cave on Pandemonium. Now, Lu's sources tell her that the 
“orb” — really a gem — is in the possession of a shadow 


fiend in the Lower Planes. She wants to find that gem, free 
the wizard, and gain an ally for her eventual showdown 
with the.Lady. 


So far, Lu hasn't found the wizard's spirit. But she re- 
fuses to give up — even in the face of rumors that a berk 
named Shekelor met a gruesome end while hunting for the 
mage himself. That prospect doesn't faze the incantifier; she 
figures she's tough enough to handle most anything. What's 
more, the gems she gets from Ly'kritch aren't wasted. Lu 
sells them — trapped minds and all — as gate keys to unsus- 
pecting planewalkers, 

Better yet, most of the gems are consumed when used to 
open portals. Lu has a good cackle over the possibility that 
the spirits within die painful, permanent deaths in the 
process. Many a customer's remarked at the glee with which 
Lu sells her gems, even the cheapest hunk of blue quartz. “It’s 
just that I so enjoy my job,” she answers, turning away with 
apparent modesty (though it's to hide a lascivious grin). 

No one'd guess at the power behind the tiefling. She 
looks like a weak, elderly, human female, with small horns 
poking up through thin, silvery hair. Lu's wispy, gray 
strands curl up at the ends and hang slightly aloft, as if 
caught in a light breeze. She's known to wear eccentric garb 
for a tiefling of her years — often a long, fitted, dark green 
jacket with tails, and leggings of a gray and green pattern 
that define her spindly form. 

Much of her appearance and demeanor is little more 
than a show to mask her identity as an incantifier. She wears 
thick, oblong spectacles of darkened glass to hide her telltale 
shiny silver eyes and make her seem all the more vulnerable 
and imperfect. She also recently donned leather gloves after 
gen observant customer noticed a 
ight blue glow around her fin- 
- iertips {the magic inside her 
Is out sometimes). 
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Lu hides her natural grace and agility by moving about 
the shop slowly and clumsily — “Whoops! Another crystal 
ball for the glass shards bin. Oh, well, one key’'s as good as 
another!” And hardly anyone misses the fact that she's al- 
ways snacking on bones, meat tidbits, or crunchy, roasted 
insects. She downs the tiefling treats voraciously, even 
though, as an incantifier, she has no need for food at all. 

It's hard to miss Tivvum’s Antiquities, too, even in the 
hectic hubbub of the Market Ward. The huge shop occupies 
a five-story, cylindrical building made of smooth green 
marble. The name of the place is chiseled into the exterior 
marble repeatedly in a continuous line that coils up around 
the entire building. When Alluvius took over the shop, she 
decided to leave Tivvum's name written all over it. 

Inside the shop, a wide iron spiral staircase bores down 
through the center of the building's core and is the only 
means of traveling from one floor to another. Lu's usually 
found on the first floor, seated high upon a stool behind a 
mammoth, half-circle marble counter where customers pay 
for their purchases. 

Next to the counter is an open archway, the building's 
only exit or entrance, and beside that is a teetering k of 
wicker baskets for shoppers who plan to buy more than they 
can hold in their hands. If Lu's not otherwise engaged, she 
usually calls out adv: Be sure to check those baskets for 
holes — some of ‘em are nearly as old as me!" 

The shop's arranged from bottom to top, with the less 
expensive bulk items on the lower floors and the most costly, 
rare gate keys at the top. The first and second floors are the 
most crowded for space, as they're ringed with large, unmov- 
able wooden barrels and tin bins holding things like marbles, 
bone chips, feathers, flower petals, and so on. Gate keys on 
the third and fourth floors are displayed on curved shelves or 
hung on pegs driven into the walls. The uppermost floor of 
the shop — frequented more by browsers than by actual buy- 
ers — houses glass cases softly illuminated by candles that 
burn in their bottoms. Here, a body can find anything from 
the jeweled skull of a balor to a fragment from one of Ygg- 

asil's sterile seeds. 

Alluvius's stock constantly grows and shi 
a number of reliable suppliers in the Great Bazaar, and the 
merchant lord Estavan often calls on contacts in the Planar 
Trade Consortium to get Lu items from across the multi- 
verse. ‘Course, Lu only sells things known to work as gate 
keys — which means she's first got to get the dark of what it 

takes to open various portals in (and out of) the Cage. 
Planewalkers can pick up a bit of jink by sharing their 
portal secrets with her, but Lu primarily relies on special- 
ists like Lissandra the Gate-seeker (especially for new and 
shifting portals) and a few Guvner researchers. 
Those specialists also give Lu information about gate 
keys that aren't physical objects, but words, gestures, or 
other intangibles. See, to open some doors, a body's 
got to recite the names of powers of the Abyss, snap 
his fingers in a circle over his head, or just picture 
a pegasus in his mind's eye. A less enterprising 


She's got 


one else caught on the 
steps at the time). 
Worse still, the 
bulk gate keys in the 
barrels on the first floor 
can pull together to 
form 1d6+4 protective 
better come into golems. For instance, sev- 
Tivvum's Antiqui- ' = eral hundred shards of 
ties with a specific Display Cases q { = § bone can fly out of one or 
key in mind — or at (ci more barrels and assem- 
least the details of a ble themselves to form a 
specific portal they bone golem, which then 
need to get acts to defend Alluvius 
through. Sods'll be and the shop by any 
disappointed if they means neces 
expect Alluvius to Lu’s enchanted the 
point them to a por- keys so that golems 
tal, hand them the can form out of just 
right key, and tell about any hard ma- 
them what's on the terial — glass, stone, 
other side. “I'm just 
in the business of 
gate keys,” she ad- 


cutter might think that Lu 
couldn't possibly make 
a profit on such gates, 
but he'd be wrong — 
she sells the informa- 
tion. 

Still, folks'd 


wood, bone, or even 

gems. Once the threat 

is neutralized (or if a 

monishes, “not golem is destroyed), 

tourism. ‘Sides, with kB the defender reverts 
Barrels & Bins : 

all the doors that (bulk items) fr 4 back to its normal 


shift and close, it's gate key components, 
which return to their 
proper containers, 
For the most part, 
Lu tries to avoid overtly 
casting spells in front of 
others, She doesn't mind 
tossing off a few simple tricks 
now and then, using Hornung's 
guess to estimate how many silver 
beads are in a barrel, or fabricate to 
e bits of string into a rope. She might 
even cast Evard’s black tentacles to detain 


too much for my old 
mind to keep.” 

Once in a while, 
Alluvius plays her 
“helpless” role a bit too 
well, and a berk tries to 
smuggle gate keys out 
the door without paying. 
But the thief finds that the 
open archway suddenly 
turns into a solid brick wall, 
thanks to Lu’s canny use of the hold 
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portal and there/not there spells. (The latter spell makes the troublemakers until her key golems can pull them- 
brick wall appear only for the would-be thief; honest cus- selves together. But Lu doesn’t want to betray her superior 
tomers can still leave through the open archway.) command of magic; she prefers to rely on her golems — or 
It's a hard surprise for sods who stuff their pockets one of her many magical items — for defense against all but 
while on another floor or out of the seemingly failing sight the gravest of threats. (If necessary, she can throw a punch 
of the little old tiefling (Lu uses clairvoyance to keep tabs on that hits like a club, chalking her incredible strength up to a 
every nook and cranny in her shop). When a thief gets “magical ring” that is, in truth, merely a ring of protection.) 
stopped by the wall, Lu comes slowly around the counter, Speaking of magical items, Lu's open about her hunger 
feebly brandishing a cane. “Tsk, tsk,” she mutters, tapping for acquiring such prized objects. ‘Course, she claims she’s 
the offender with the end of her cane at the exact spot simply “fascinated” by such wondrous things (as is another 
where he’s hidden the goods on his person. Most folks hand well-known tiefling about town, Kylie). Fact is, Lu's been 
the stuff back so they can go. known to hire customers right off the floor to seek out vari- 
Those who don’t are in for more surprises. For instance, ous magical items, or even make a purchase from A’kin at 
the steps of the spiral stairs can fold down at Lu’s command. the Friendly Fiend. 
A panicky berk who tries to climb to safety soon finds him- Recently, Lu’s heard customers toss the chant about a 
self sliding back down to the ground floor (along with any berk called the Grixitt who's been doing a bit of door- 
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closing. The slippery 
thug destroys or disrupts 
portals by night all 
around the Cage. Lu fears 
a bit for her business — 
as well as the loss of 
more sources of magical 
power — and has vowed 
to strike the berk dead if 
she ever runs into him 
(or her, or it). 

"Course, the Grixitt’s 
one-man vendetta is 
somewhat admirable; he 
seems to have it in for 
the Lady, and that’s 
something Alluvius can 
understand. But he's too 
obvious, too proud — the 
fool scratches an “X" at 
the sites of his destruc- 
tion, And that's where Lu 
figures she's ahead of all 
the others who take on 
the Lady: She knows 
enough to keep out of 
sight. 

See, the tiefling’s 
learned from the exam- 
ple of others who've tried 
to challenge the Lady. 
Aoskar, self-proclaimed god 
of portals, now floats on 
the Astral a withered 
husk. The Expansionists 
scattered away a thou- 
sand years ago when their 
blustering factol got 
tossed into a Maze. Even 
Lu's own predecessors, the 
Incanterium, vanished 
right when they seemed 
poised to take over the 
Cage. 

Alluvius plans to 
avoid their mistakes. She 
will grow in power 
silently, slowly draining 
the city itself of its 
magic, until the vast 
power of Sigil flows 
through her blood, is 
hers to command. And 
then the Lady'd better 
watch out. 
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SEAMUSXANFHUSZENUS 


The name of Seamusxanthuszenus hasn't always been 
associated with business. Initially, the dust mephit — 
stronger and tougher than most such beings — was cre- 
ated by Yllgarra, a cambion spellcaster on the Abyss to act 
as both message and messenger. When the cambion stared 
his new creation in the face — its round, golden eyes framed 
by sharply arched brows, its hooked nose hanging down 
over a wide mouth — he toyed with giving the mephit a typ- 
ically pompous name. “Seamus?” muttered Yilgarra. “Xan- 
thus? Zenus?” The presumptuous mephit leapt forward and 
announced, “I want all three! | deserve them! The longer the 
better!” 

See, Yllgarra'd been feuding with Nurx, a rutterkin who 
ran a underground shop in Sigil called Pets & Meat — 
questionable place that sold small animals from across the 
planes. The “gift” of the special mephit was to be a sly dig at 
Nurx. 

The cambion dressed Seamus (for short) in a sleeveless 
black robe. “It's too big,” griped the mephit, tugging at the 
material that hung over his thin frame like a tent. His pow- 
dery taupe skin and wings rippled with small clouds of gray 
dust as he repeatedly pointed to his waist. “Well? Well?” 

Yilgarra threw him a sash of black, purple, and brown, 
which Seamus cinched tightly around his waist. “A bit of 
color up top now. I look unbalanced.” The cambion gave 
him a purple hat, one small enough to rest on his narrow 
head and fit between the long, pointed ears that tapered to 
an extremely fine point. “That'll do, [ suppose, but don’t you 
think—" 

“Enough!” cried Yligarra, using a key to open a portal 
to Sigil. “You're just as bothersome as I'd hoped 
you'd be. Now go trouble that sod 
Nurx.” Yllgarra pushed Seamus 
through the portal. But when 
the mephit appeared in the 
rutterkin's underground 
shop, he found the place 
empty — save for the 
cacophonous chirps, 
rattles, and yowls 
of the caged an- 
imals. After 
taking wing for 
a moment to get 
a better look at the 
cavernous central 
room, Seamus spied 
a body sprawled be- 
hind a long wooden 
counter, 

“Great death!" he 
cried, surprised and thrilled 
at the gruesome discovery. It 
was Nurx, his sickly, malformed 
body covered with welts. But there 
was no sign of who or what had put the 


fiend in 
the dead- 
book. Seamus — 
like most dust mephits, an expert on all things dead — 
guessed that the corpse'd lain untouched for at least a week, 
Then and there, the mephit selected his first title: “Now and 
ever after, | am Seamusxanthuszenus, Slayer of Fiends!" 

Normally, the recipient of a mephit chooses its fate — 
often death or slavery, especially if the mephit’s been sent as 
an insult. But in Seamus's case, the recipient was dead. 
Thus, the messenger became the master of his own fate, a 
rare position for a mephit indeed. Busy studying the green- 
ish pallor and fingering the cold, stiff digits of the rutterkin, 
Seamus didn't notice a night hag enter the room. 

“Service, service!” she croaked, The mephit, startled, 
popped up from behind the counter in a cloud of dust. The 
hag held up five cranium rats by their tails, knotted into one 
—a squealing bouquet of vermin. “I'll take these,” she said, 
slapping three gold coins onto the counter, As she hobbled 
down the darkened tunnel that led to the shop's customer 
portal, the mephit had another flash of inspiration; “Why — 
why, now | am Seamusxanthuszenus, Slayer of Fiends, Mer- 
chant Most lent!" 

‘Course, Seamus had no idea how to run a business, but 
he felt he'd done beautifully so far and the musty, dank sur- 
roundings of the rough-hewn cavern — not to mention the 
smell of death in the air — were comforting. He jumped on 

top of the counter, proclaiming loudly for none to 
hear: “I deserve this shop! The whole sod- 
ding thing!" He tormented the caged 
eyewings, blowing clouds of irri 
ing dust into their huge, tear- 
filled eyeballs. He counted the 
three gold pieces on the 
counter, chanting “Seamus, 
xanthus, zenus, one, two, 
three!” over and over 

again. 


What the mephit 

didn't do was feed any 

of the animals. After all, 

he didn't need any food 

or drink, so why should 

they? The creatures in the 

shop were already close to 

death — having gone un- 

tended since Nurx died — 
and they soon perished. 

Afier a few hours, the 

mephit's revelry of death was 

interrupted by another customer — 

a rogue modron named Ylem — who 

strode into the main room from a branching 
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a dead one 
but still 
warned the 
sod: “I 

never barter,” 

“That is 
fine, my berk,” 
said the jaunty 
modron, handing 
over a small pouch of 
jink. “I now need not 
dead-book it myself. It's just the tusks this body 
needs. They will make a high-up spell key.” Ylem 
congratulated Seamus on his brilliant business idea — 
selling the most useful parts of dead creatures — and 
spread word around the Cage that those needing similarly 
exotic supplies should check “that mephit with that hat’s 
place.” Thus, Seamus soon gave himself a third title to 
shout through his tunnels: “I am Seamusxan- 
thuszenus, Slayer of Fiends, Merchant Most Excellent, 
Purveyor of Death!” 

Seamus — in all his dusty, cloudy splendor — was an 
unexpected sight for the hunter Adamok Ebon, who showed 
up with a bagful of wastrels soon after the mephit took over 
for what used to be Pets & Meat. “Where's Nurx?” demanded 
Ebon, gruffly. 

The mephit quivered a bit, thrown by the question, but 
then flew right up to the tall bladeling’s face. “Does it mat- 
ter?” he asked, grinning, 

Ebon didn't blink. “Are you going to buy these?” she 
said, holding up the sack of squawking birds, Seamus poked 
the bag with a long finger for a moment. 

“Of course I'll buy them,” cried Seamus. “Them and 
anything else you have! Let the bargaining commence. | al- 
ways barter!” 

Ebon brought Seamus her latest batch of catches — 
ratatosks on leashes, shrieking vargouilles trapped in globes, 
larvae wrapped tight in rags, and so on and so on — until 
the shop was crawling with dozens of creatures, But the 
mephit wanted them dead, so Ebon killed them, right then 
and there (much to Seamus's delight). Then the mephit 
wanted them in pieces, but the hunter refused. 

“I don't see how it'd hurt you to cut them up,” cried the 
mephit as Ebon walked back down the dark tunnel from 
which she'd come. But the bladeling was gone, leaving Sea- 
mus with a small mountain of corpses in the middle of his 
shop. 


It was 
the 
mephit's 
good for- 
tune to dis- 
cover a 
family of 
chaggrins — 
also known 
as earth 
grues — in 
the rocky 
dirt walls of 
the tunnels. 
Fact is, the hedgehoglike 
grues were Nurx's trained 
pets; they're the ones who 
dug the tunnels when the 
rutterkin first opened the 
shop, providing separate 
caves for sleeping quarters, 
food storage, and so on, 
Seamus set up a deal with 
the grues: In exchange for a 
steady diet of gems (many 
customers paid in precious stones), the chaggrins'd use their 
razor-sharp claws to slice the dead animals into parts. The 
mephit even drew up dissection charts for each type of crea- 
ture, with dotted lines showing how best to cut up the 
corpses. 

All that was left for Seamus to do was to officially 
change the name of the shop, There'd been no repercussions 
for taking another sod’s business (at least, none that Seamus 
could see), nor had whatever put Nurx in the dead-book 
come for the new owner (at least, not yet). So in the wee 
hours past antipeak, the mephit left the underground con- 
fines of the shop, taking the customer portal topside. 

It deposited him by a crumbling, free-standing archway 
in the Great Bazaar, over which stood a sign that read “Pets 
& Meat.” A bowl attached to the archway contained a few 
loose rat teeth — gate keys to open the portal and whisk a 
customer down to the shop, 
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Quick Chant 


Seamusxanthuszenus 
(Yd dust mephit/HD 6/N) 


AC 3; MV. 12,-Fl 24 (B); hp 41; THACO 1S; #AT 2; Dmg 
1d6/1d6 (claw/elaw), SA breathe dust) SD regentera- 
fion, resistance to attack, SW liquid, wind; MR 25%; SZ. 
M (GS feet tal: MLO (average); Int very (2)-XP 5,000, 

Source: PS.MC, 

Notes: SA—twice per day, breathe 15-foot-radius 
cloud of glassy dust {range 0); Victim must save‘vs, 
breath weaponlf save is failed. the victinvamust 
scratch for.one round orsuffer a penalty of 410 AC 
and 3 to-attack-rollé for three rounds. 

SD-regenerates hp per turn in dusty, waterless 
areas; half damage from cutting-and impaling weap- 
ons; no damage from heat or fire, 

SW=maximum darnage from liquid andwind at- 
tacks, 

PensonaLny: childish, fickle, impatient 

SPECIAL EQUIRMENT: Daern'siinstant fortress, dust of. 
dryness, scroll Of protection from water (3), wand of 
magic missiles: == 

Srruc mLIKE “ABILITY: Cate amour Tda2 dust reghie 
25% chance of success); 

LOCATION: Parts& Pleces, an Se ett eS shop; a. 
portal in the Market Ward provides access: 

RoLe~PiAyvina: Seamus is a bundle of energy and 
whims, unpredictable and entertaining. Of course, if 
a berk needs to-see him for a serious reason, the 


“-mephit's exasperatingly mischievous: Seamus treats 


customers like they're playtoys. 

Compat: Depending on his mood and the pavarity 
of he attack; Seamus will; attack an aggressor boldly 
‘with .claws arid-bréath weapor, whine, barfer, and 
thraw a temper tantrum; flyto his secret poptal to es 
cape. In any-event, the earth grues come to Beamus's 
Aid 

SEB ALSO; Adamok Ebon-(pg= 28), Harys Hatchis 


_ (pg. 44); M"*bort.(pg.-123),-and Yiem (pq: 116), 


BARTH Gaur (8): AC 4>MVl2Br-3;HD' 55; hp 36 
each, THACO IS; #AT 2; Dmg ld4i2/1d4"2 Colaw/claw); 
SA contact, ‘cling, merge.with soll dr stone;-SD Vor 
better weapon to hit, spell immunity; S2S-G feet 
long)yML average (9); a ge (8); AL NE; XP. 
1,400.each: 

Notes: SA-inflicts: ida points of damage per. 
round of contact with unprotected flesh; ona suc- 
cessful attack roll, it clings to foe, causing additional. 
ld6r6 points of damage per round; can mergé into 
surfaces. of natural soil or stonepemerging. suddenly 
to surprisé-foes (—5 penalty-to their surprise rolls): 

§D-immune to earth-based/affecting spells; dis- 
pels: any such magic within 40 feet 


Seamus flew up to the sign and, with ratatosk 
blood on his long finger, crossed out “Pets & Meat” and 
scrawled “Parts & Pieces” underneath. He gleefully 
clapped for himself, filled the bow! to the brim with 
teeth and returned to the shop. 


Now, whenever a body takes a loose rat tooth 
through the freestanding arch, she ends up in the 
mouth of a rocky underground tunnel. Light shines 
from the far end — glowing candles from the main room 
of the mephit’s shop. Fact is, five separate tunnels 
branch off from the five-sided main room: one to the 
customer portal, one to Seamus’s secret portal (a dead 
worm pops him to the Hive), one to a storage area, one 

to the grues’ work area, and one to an incineration pit 
and shopkeep living quarters. 

‘Course, most of the time a customer'll find Seamus 

sitting up on the edge of the long wooden counter in the 
main room, swinging his skinny legs back and forth 
nervously, stirring up small dust tornadoes. The mephit 
finds waiting for customers hard — sometimes he gets 
so impatient that he throws stunning temper tantrums 
and then exhaustedly drags himself to his quarters for a 
nap. When that happens, the next berk to arrive in the 
shop's usually got to wake the mephit for service (and 
a gate key to get back above ground — taking a feather 
through the customer portal sends a body back to the 
Great Bazaar). 
As for his usual practice of dealing with customers, 
Seamus doesn't have one, He's quick to whole-heartedly 
embrace any pitch (“I never barter!"), only to turn 
around and swear on his maker's grave that the oppo- 
site is true (“I always barter!"), The mephit’s similarly 
fickle toward customers — often treating well-e: 
lished buyers like strangers while giving special bargains 
to rude newcomers. He's also been known to suddenly 
hire a capable-looking customer (usually an adventurer) 
to bring him more parts — or some other odd item, like a 
spinning top — for a healthy pile of jink. 

A body looking for the one sure way to win Seamus 
over'd better give up — there ain't one. But bringing him 
a shiny new toy doesn’t hurt (unless he hurls it back at 
the giver). Most say it’s just best to try not to set the 
mephit off, seeing as the only way a sod can leave the 
shop is through a portal — and only Seamus holds the 

key. 


Parts & Pieces 


Seamusxanthuszenus, Slayer of Fiends, 
Merchant Most Excellent, Purveyor of Death, 
Proprietor 


B | 

normal baku 200 gp 

Dark One 500 gp 

Holy One please inquire 
One blow from a tooter like this will make your enemies scatter! 


B t 50 gp each 10 yards 
Light, strong rope — not even I can break it! 


1,000 gp 
Slip into this when the job calls for stealth! 


Chas: ng 200 gp the pair 
Drop these into the brew for a mighty fine potion of flying! 


Jemara 9,000 gp 
This lovely lizard's skin contains over 73 precious stones! 


heart 400 gp 

stomach 200 gp 

lungs 300 gp each 
Guaranteed fresh! Spell components no mage can do without! 


ht 100 gp 
It neighs! It snorts! Amaze your friends! Confound your foes 


il st l gp each 
Attach them to your armor! Throw them at your friends! Clean your teeth! 

t 9 500 gp each (6,500 for 10!) 
Pop one in your mouth to shift up one layer on any Outer Plane! 


Z 500 gp 
Nine drops 5 fluid turn any weapon into a weapon of darknes 
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An excerpt from The Book of Keeping, Shatoran Revision, a 
work in progress by the gehreleth Xideous: 


Most mortals in Sigil know a few things about Shemeshka 
the Marauder, the so-called King of the Cross-Trade.' Some 
of them are even true. 

But truth and Shemeshka rarely go hand-in-hand — in 
fact, they're more likely to nod in passing once every hun- 
dred years or so. | could confirm only three irrefutable facts 
about the fiend for whom the phrase “not worth a yugoloth” 
was surely coined. One, she is an arcanaloth. Two, she takes 
pride in her appearance. And three, she’s woven a web of 
spies that could snap the spines of the factions overnight. 

More on three later. As for one and two: Shemeshka is 
indeed a greater yugoloth, but unlike so many other dreary 
arcanaloths noted in this volume’, she calls to mind less an 
unclean jackal than a groomed fox from the fields of Arca- 

dia. Her spotless coppery fur is soft and tangle-free, and 
thin white streaks fan out from the end of her snout to 
the edges of her face. She’s never without her spidery 
razorvine headdress; she clearly wishes to resemble 
Sigil’s feared queen, the Lady of Pain, the better to 
make would-be enemies think twice about crossing 
her. 
Of course, the Lady'd not be caught dead in 
the garish beads, jewelry, and bracelets that 


adorn Shemeshka's exposed neck and arms; 
each finger sports at least one ring, though I 
believe few, if any, to be magical. Likewise 
the fiend’s regal robe, a gift from a Sensate 
lover ages past. From a distance, the long, 
loose garment seems a single shade of 
royal blue; up close, though, it’s clear 
that the gown is actually made of 
thousands of small round beads, each 


either blue, green, or violet in color. 
Shemeshka often needn't lift a 
paw to maintain her cultured ap- 
pearance, surrounded as she is 
by an entourage of wispy tief- 
lings. These bootlickers flit 
about her like moths as she 
pads through the streets or 
holds court at Fortune's 
Wheel.‘ They clear her path, 
comb her fur, brush her robe, 
and arrange the razorvine 
shoots of her headpie 


gers in the proce 
in Sigil mistake the tief- 
lings’ fawning for weak- 
ness, but few do so twice 
— each of the plane- 
touched is a trained and 
eager assassin. 


One of these groomer-guards, a lean male named Col- 
cook, seems to have the sole duty of toting about a tall, nar- 
row mirror, as Shemeshka likes to inspect her appearance 
often.’ Of all of the fiend’s hangers-on, Colcook is said to be 
the most loyal, or, at the very least, the one most often noted 
at her side. His ubiquitous presence is most likely due 
merely to his own opportunism (he is, after all, a tiefling). 
And in recent days, he has provided me with much secret 
information on his loathsome master. 

The arcanaloth seems to confound mortals in Sigil. For 
the most part, Shemeshka is the picture of grace, dignified 
but not imperious. A being who receives an audience feels 
like he’s in the presence of royalty, but he’s never made to 
feel like a larva beneath her feet. When engaged in conver- 
sation, Shemeshka actually smiles — and quite sweetly, too, 
She seems to be a gregarious fiend, expressively using her 
elegant hands and long fingers to underscore her points. 

Unfortunately for those around her, this amiability can 
crumble without a moment's warning, giving way to a 
frightening tantrum of intolerance and hatred. The luckiest 
berks escape with a mere tirade. Others flee, the victims of a 
fear spell, or suffer grave wounds from slashes of her 
poisonous claws. For a few, Shemeshka’s sharp headdress 
becomes more than an affectation. Quick as lightning, she 
reaches up and breaks off a supple tendril of razorvine, 
using it to whip and cut the offender mercilessly. (The 
fiend’s tough skin and unusually deft touch keeps her safe 
from the thorns.) It's little wonder that even her groomer- 
guards seldom last more than a few months at her side.” 

The fiend’s dangerous duality might stem from fact 
three, as promised above, which places Shemeshka above 
her fellow arcanaloths in terms of both utility and danger. 
After all, a mind keen enough to direct the dizzying tactics 
of five or six dozen faction spies must seethe with duplicity 
and paranoia. Indeed, the fiend enjoys setting her pawns 
against one another, not just to hone their skills but also to 
ensure that none rise to betray her.’ Each spy holds a piece, 
the best two or three, but only Shemeshka views the finished 
puzzle. 

Readers familiar with the factions of Sigil may wonder 
why the brawling gangs don't simply crush the life out of 
Shemeshka or kick her back to Gehenna. Such naiveté fails 
to account for the delicate machinations of power in the 
city. Today, Factol Pentar of the Doomguard might spit 
skulls when one of Shemeshka’s moles uncovers a guarded 
secret, but tomorrow it might be Pentar who pays the fiend 
for the latest Harmonium patrol routes. Or it could involve 
the Fated, or the Free League, or the Xaositects — it makes 
little difference, 

The factions need Shemeshka as much as they hate her; 
no doubt, too, they fear her death might unleash a tidal 
wave of stolen secrets. After all, the fiend’s planted at least 
four or five spies in each faction, some said to be as high as 
second-in-command. There is one such spy — Farrow, a 
shadow elf from the Prime, | believe — who Shemeshka used 
to rely on heavily. However, of late | have heard less and 


less of that one, as if his time is increasingly devoted to 
other pursuits. 

True to her fiendish nature, Shemeshka relishes letting 
mortals know that she’s a vault of secrets. However, she re- 
veals her knowledge in a casual, coy manner that knocks 
most for a loop. While speaking with a friend, acquaintance, 
or sycophant on the street, the arcanaloth will often drop in 
a few scattered references to hidden or illicit dealings. “Are 
you still planning that raid on the Armory for next an- 
tipeak?” she'll ask, smiling. Or, “I do hope the city watch 
hasn't found that eladrin merchant you buried under your 
floorboards.” Naturally, the “victim” has no idea how She- 
meshka came into such knowledge and suddenly finds him- 
self inclined to treat her most favorably. 

Interestingly, it seems that on occasion Shemeshka pur- 
posely deals in false information, which, in testament to her 
unfortunate influence in Sigil, inevitably becomes the truth, 
For instance, one day she may plant a rumor that hasn't a 
shred of veracity — perhaps a whisper that two spiteful cells 
of the Revolutionary League are about to go to war. As the 
news spreads through the Cage, it gains more and more 
weight until, somewhere, somehow, one or more sods finally 
acts to make it true. Perhaps an over-eager fool in one of the 
two named Anarchist cells hears the rumor and is inspired 
to actually spark the conflict. In this way, Shemeshka sets 
many an agenda in the City of Doors, 

Perhaps because she so enjoys the notoriety, 
Shemeshka’s role as a master of 
spies is one of 
the worst- 


kept secrets in Sigil, though no 
one’s fool enough to discuss it too 

openly. The arcanaloth dines at Fortune's Wheel night after 
night; her tiefling consorts see that no one disturbs her un- 
less it's to buy or sell information." Many visit Shemeshka's 
table hoping to earn a few coins or learn things they 
shouldn't; tavern patrons spy everything from devas to 
vrocks at her side, and the fiend speaks all tongues with gra~ 
cious ease. (That is, unless a diner’s careless words send She- 
meshka into one of her famed rages.”) 

Her established spies balk at this practice; they face dis- 
missal if an outsider ever delivers a nugget they should have 
uncovered first. Sometimes, a new informant strikes She- 
meshka as one ripe for employment or exploitation, and she 
arranges for the sod to be caught in a trap with only one 
path to freedom — her own. 

That's how she snared Autochon the Bellringer — 
whipmaster of couriers who, on Shemeshka’s advice, peti- 
tioned the Temple of the Abyss for protection for his mes- 
sengers. She knew he'd likely draw the ire of the Demon of 
the Bells; now, Autochon wears a magical suit of armor” — 
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happily 
provided by 
Shemeshka — 


to safeguard his life, 
paid for with a weekly cut sesrer SEAY @N 
of his profits. The arcana- =: fe 


loth even charged him with 
ensuring the safety of a tiefling 
named Kylie, a former courier 
who abandoned Autochon 

to start her own tout ser- 
vice. Most think She- 
meshka plans to seize 
Kylie’s business once 

it becomes prof- 

itable.” 

She bought the loyalty of Ramander the Wise 
(Pl/é human/M18/Fated/NE) through similar scheming. Ra- 
mander fancied himself the city's Master of Portals, sending 
out his underlings to scour the Cage for all manner of new 
portals opened at the Lady's whim. The wizard tries to buy 
the land on which each portal sits and then charge travelers 
a toll to use it — an offense punishable by internment in one 
of the Lady's feared Mazes. But Shemeshka convinced Ra- 
mander that she and she alone could protect him from the 
Lady's gaze; he pays her handsomely for this safety. 

Of course, the human is a fool. Shemeshka hasn't the 
power to defend him from the Lady; the fiend knows that as 
well as I do. In fact, she does nothing to protect Ramander 
from the Lady; she merely collects her share of his profits, 
planning to take over his entire operation when the Lady fi- 
nally does toss him into a Maze. 

Ever the manipulator, Shemeshka's chewed her way 
into the guts of many a city business, reputable or other- 
wise. I'd say that fully a quarter of the coins that change 
hands in the city end up in the arcanaloth’s coffers. Though 
little is known of her past, | suspect she learned her talent 
for subterfuge and blackmail as a runner in the Blood War, 
probably moving to Sigil when she realized she could turn a 
profit here with much less personal risk.'” 

These qualities lead me to draw a further conclusion, 
one that remains hidden from eyes less discerning than my 
own. Shemeshka the Marauder may be a part of the Planar 
Trade Consortium, a large conglomerate of businesses that 
seems based in the Outlands gate-town of Tradegate. Mor- 
tals here in Sigil speak of the Consortium as if it had a quiet 
tentacle in half the profitable enterprises of the planes, She- 
meshka may be an agent of the Consortium, sent to Sigil to 
quietly seize control of as many businesses as she could — 
the better to strengthen their strangle-hold on all planar 
trade, However, I've uncovered no evidence that suggests 
the fiend reports to a superior. 

Another possibility, naturally, is that the King of the 
Cross-Trade actively works to foil the merchant lords of the 
Consortium. For example, the ogre mage Estavan, who lives 
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the 
good life in 
the Clerk's 
Ward, is one of 
the three Consortium 
representatives in Sigil, 

and he seems no friend 

of the arcanaloth. She- 
meshka may be schem- 

ing for control of so 

many businesses in the Cage 
to give her an edge in dealing 
with the high-ups of the Con- 
sortium. They'd no doubt like to 
claim much of the floating city for 
their own, but | feel they'll find that 
Shemeshka has beaten them to every last coin 
and goblet. Then, of course, they'll have to deal 
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with her. 

One further rival looming on the arcanaloth's horizon 
is the dark-skinned titan known as Zadara, who seems quite 
well versed in the business of business."’ Though Shemeshka 
would certainly try to gash out my eyes for saying so (if she 
even knew of my existence, that is), | wonder if the fiend’'s 
hatred of Zadara isn't due less to the titan's wealth and in- 
fluence than the simple fact that she is female, After all, 
igil has room for only one female of power and note — just 
ask Shemeshka." 

I've heard some mortals remark that Shemeshka has no 
real need of her many informants, that she pulls in more 
than enough money from her business deals. And it’s true 
that if her castle of spies collapsed tomorrow, Shemeshka 
would still retire a wealthy fiend. But I feel it's her spies that 
bring her the greatest pleasure, Shemeshka revels in the ac- 
cumulation of secrets and their use in the endless struggle 
for control and power in Sigil. After all, in this city it’s not 
who you know — it’s what you know. 


1 To vex her most severely, ask her why she doesn't 
call herself the Queen of the Cross-Trade. 

2 The unpleasant shopkeep A’kin is a noteworthy 
example. 

3 To quote Jeena Ealy in Hats, Hoops, and Hairpins, 
“...Harys Hatchis once said that Shemeshka's 
headdress looks like a bebilith hatchling crawled 
on top of her head and died.” 

4 An opulent gambling bar in The Lady's Ward 
where the rich and powerful conduct secretive 
dealings. 

5 I've learned that the glass is actually a mirror of 
mental prowess. With this object, Shemeshka can 
scry (even onto other planes), step through the 
glass to locations scried, read the thoughts of crea- 
tures reflected in the mirror, and divine secrets 
about those reflected. 

6 Many resign; a few die. 
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“That fiend could peel a body 
into spying on himself" is a com- 
mon saying in the ward. 
Gamblers at Fortune's Wheel still 
tell of the night the bladeling 
hunter Adamok Ebon forced her 
way past a guard to see She- 
meshka. The fiend was impressed 
with Ebon’s style and put the 
bladeling to work — some say as 
an assassin. (If the guard had been 
anyone but Colcook, he surely 
would have met his fate; see foot- f dks intvournalaliygpermaneat=| pe 
note 6.) unless nega by bl ries 

She once killed a fool for merely 4 
mentioning herself and A’kin in 
the same breath, Though I've 
long sought an answer to the 
question, I've been unable to de- 
termine if the two arcanaloths are 
siblings, cohorts, lovers, or ene- 
mies. A’kin, if nothing else, is 
more pleasant, though I am 
tempted to say that “pleasant” 
and “yugoloth” are mutually ex- 


clusive terms. % eto-give hy 
The armor came from the Gray : > through aoee mage ey desired. She «seman 
Waste, made from a dull gray 4 bur ring han 
metal that absorbs the sounds 
that threatened to drive the 
human mad. Interestingly enough, 
Shemeshka had a worker procure 


the plate mail from The Friendly eae ao- 
Fiend, a well-stocked shop run tad 3 at day: id 
by — guess who? — A’kin. loloths, or | arcanalot ance of suc-— 
Others say — in private — that : f metal; improved phantasmal force; invisibility, magic mis- 


Kylie is the child of a union be- produce flame, Nis (any hurgano} form) ‘telekinesis, 
tween Shemeshka and an un- 
known human male. 

Like all yugoloths, she is at her 
core greedy and deceitful. 


Interestingly, the aforementioned 4 neouraging, sarulpely, tiered din ‘what a-body's oe to say. Ina 
Estavan currently courts Zadara in - split second, though, that can give way toa need to check her ap- 
a pathetic bid to put another notch ‘pearance, a desire to talk to someone else, or. ‘ling of her quick, 
on the Consortium’s proverbial ~guillotinelike temper: “She also has an unsetfling habit of casually 


belt. There may be no small war 


shaping up between the fiend, the ta i i 
titan, and the ogre mage. S: OM BAT ‘When mater ans uae Piaget razorvi 
Of course, some might consider noe her headdress and tries to whip the offender. More seri 


the Lady of Pain to be the great- 
est female of note in Sigil. Per- 
haps Shemeshka will abandon her 
hideous headdress and take to 
sticking knives into her head in a Ebon | (pg: 28); Estavan. 
more direct ploy to resemble the = (pg. 50), Kylie (pg. 56 
Lady. One can only hope. = Xideous (pg. 114), and Ze 


Just a helmet's toss away from the City Court in The Lady's 
Ward is Traban’s Forge — Sigil’s best source of nonmagical 
armor, fine enough to please even the most discriminating 
paladins and Harmonium high-ups. It's a longstanding, tra- 
ditional business run by a family of dwarves headed by the 
471-year-old Traban. Fact is, Traban brought the forge with 
him piece by piece from Krynn over a century ago, and he 
still oversees most of the work himself, aided by his son and 
great-grandson. 


His grandson, 
though — well, 
Tarholt’s a differ- 
ent matter. The 
343-year-old 
dwarf worked 


the fires for a 
good century 
or so after the 
family came 


to Sigil, but Tarholt left the heat of the forge (and the argu- 
ments with his kin) 10 years back. His family chalked it up 
to the sudden loss of his wife, Gertelen — she fell victim to a 
wasting plague that ripped the Cage for a time — but her 
death was only partly to blame, See, Tarholt missed his fam- 
ily’s earthen diggings on Krynn — the wholesome smell of 
moist dirt, the cool breeze of wind on his face. The grime, 
crowds, and smog of Sigil held little appeal when Gertelen 
was alive 


; after she'd gone, they became intolerable. 

But Traban didn’t want to lose his grandson; he talked 
Tarholt into becoming a runner for the forge, arranging 
sales, making deliveries, and drumming up new business 
outside of Sigil. That way, 
and still “indulge that reckless 


Tarholt could serve the family 
yvanderlust,” as Traban put it 
Thus, for the last decade, Tarholt's spent little actual time in 
the Cage, instead traveling k and forth across the Out- 
lands. He often journeys to the mines and halls of the Dwar- 


ven Mountain, but he stops in lronridge, Glorium, and scat- 
tered Indep villages when the mood strikes. 

Tarholt goes about his tasks in a workmanlike and 
forthright fashion, glad to make a deal if the customer's 
straightforward about it, but he gains little satisfaction from 

bolstering the family business. His true joy 
such as it is for a dour dwarf — comes from the 
outside activities he squeezes in between his family 
obligations. 

See, Tarholt meets with wandering traders 
from the mysterious race called the arcane 
(who won't enter Sigil for some reason) to 
pick up wines, spices, and a variety of 
other goods — particularly items from 
a” his prime-material homeworld. ‘Course, 
: the dwarf won't deal with nasty traders 
like the khaasta or the tso; fact is, his trips 
are often fraught with peril when those evil 
raiders catch wind of his passing. 
Tarholt also brings gems from the Dwarven Mountain 
back to the Cage. The gems're said to have strange powers 
that helps dwarf Petitioners achieve union with the Moun- 
2 {fain — it’s suggested that the stones 
zi act as conduits or boosters for the 
petitioners’ spirit 
girdle of many pouches with gems, 
“then sells them in Sigil. He needs jink 
to help him buy — or build — a home 
* on the Outlands for Traban’s re- 
tirement years (if the aged dwarf 
doesn't die at the anvil, that is). 
Truth is, Tarholt hopes to establish 
diggings much like the family enjoyed 
back on Krynn. 
The Dustman Qaida buys nearly 
every gem he offers for sale. Tarholt 
never questions her about her need for 
the stones — he hates gossip and never pokes 
his nose into anyone else's business. The dwarf'd cut 


Tarholt stuffs his 


Qaida off quick if he knew that she passes the gems on to 
the shadow fiend Ly'kritch, who uses them to store captured 
minds. 

Tarholt’s family knows of his side trading exploits, but 
they turn their eyes away from such “flightiness” for the sake 
of keeping the clan together. They see Tarholt as a real char- 
acter, an oddly independent and sociable dwarf. 

‘Course, this extra spark of life’s not too apparent to any- 
one else who deals with Tarholt. Whether the dwarf trades 
with the arcan lls goods for sods without connections, or 
hires bodyguards or carriers for dangerous expeditions, he's 
stern and brusque. As a member of the Fated, a firm be- 
liever in self-sufficiency and likes to keep to himself as much 
as possible, But he’s no fool; he'll take on a temporary partner 
or sellsword if he thinks a trip might put his life in danger — or 
require a few extra hands to tote cargo. 

Those who journey with the dwarf find him a poor 
traveling companion, reluctant to add more than a few 
words to any conversation. What's more, Tarholt avoids 
using gates whenever possible, preferring to reach his destina- 
tion by putting one foot in front of the other. 

As for deal-making, Tarholt's method is simple. His first 
offer is his last. If it's not accepted without question, he leaves 
— not in a huff, but calmly and directly. The dwarf's got a 
hard, withdrawn aspect that makes it clear he’s not to be tri- 
fled with. He's a tirelessly enterprising cutter. Fact is, Tarholt 
was stunned when a bariaur once compared him to Harys 
Hatchis, Sigil's eager pitchman — whom Tarholt sees as an 
“urgent buffoon.” 

The dwarf’s exterior is no more immediately endearing 
than his manner. His craggy face has rough, squared-off fea- 
tures, though his cheeks are permanently ruddy from his time 
spent at the forge. His hands are leathery and calloused, 
Tarholt's got a thick black shock of hair, and heavy brows 
that hang over his narrow, dark eyes. His short, burly body 
is clothed in scratchy fabric of jute and partially engulfed by 
tall leather boots that are worn and weather-beaten from all 
of his travels. On most missions, he also dons light plate mail 
forged by his grandfather's own hand. 

As a trader and salesman, Tarholt’s met with much suc- 
cess, But he’s gained no favor with the quietly insidious con- 
glomeration of merchants known as the Planar Trade Consor- 
tium. One of the Consortium's representatives in Sigil, the 
merchant lord Estavan, is frustrated and angered by Tarholt's 
refusal to deal with him. It seems the dwarf just doesn’t trust 
Estavan — and considering that the merchant's an ogre mage, 
who can blame him? Estavan finds Tarholt's simple “no” par- 


ticularly vexing; he's been known to tell others that, in another 


time and place, he'd have Tarholt for lunch — literally. 

Truth be known, old Traban wouldn't mind seeing the 
forge strike a deal with the Consortium. However, as the 
business is thriving, he lets his grandson have his way; he 
doesn’t want to lose Tarholt for good. The dwarf's odd habits 
— including his need to keep moving, to escape the confines 
of the Cage — puzzle his clan. After all, Tarholt's drive can't 
be to make a name for himself — he has the family business. 
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* Quick Chant 


== Tarholt 


(Pr/ dé dwarf/P9/Fated/EN) 


AC 3 (plate mail); MV 6; hp 76; THACO 12; *AT. 3/2; 
DmgJd3 (quarrel) or 1d6 (axe}SA/SD standard 
dwarf abilitiesySW magical item failure; faction: 
restriction; SZ 'S (44 feet tall); ML champion (16); 
XP 2,000: i 

NotessSA—! to attacks. ores,half orcs; gob» 
jins, and hobgoblins. 

SD—+3-to saves va; magical wands, staves, * 
rods, spells, and poison;.-4 to attacker's rolls if 
foe is ogre, troll, ogre-magi, or titan; infravision 
60 feet; detect underground-sloping passages, 
construction; or traps: 

SW-20% chance-that a magical item*except 
armor, weapons, shields, gauntlets; and girdle) 


E fails when used; as a member-of the Fated, 
= Tarholt won't give or accept wnpaid-aid of any 


kind 

$14, D.12,.C 14,115, W410, Ch 9: 

PERSONALITY: curt, candid, firm. 

SPECIAL-EQUIPMENT“ plate mail armor, hand 
crossbow, hand quarrels (1D, hand axe, girdle.of 
many pouches. 

FACTION ABILITIES:;can haggle to reduce the 
price of his purchases by 5% or 10%; has a 10%. 
chance of picking pockets (as a rogue); knows 
the gates, creatures, and geography of the Out~ 
lands (due to his plane knowledge proficiency). 

Location. once in awhile at Traban's Forge 
CimThe Lady's Ward), but mostly travelitg the 
Outlands on trade:missions for the forge. 

ROLE PiAvING»WhenTarholt speaks, he says 
something only once and he doesn't wait around 
too long for an answer. He can level a room with 


—a stingingly appropriate observation about some 
> deserving berk, but Tarholt usually keeps to him~ 


self. 

Comeat: As in everything else, Tarholt fights * 
staunchly and with few words. He likes to pre- 
tend to shrug off blows (it tends to cow his foes), 
but he's not above strategic flight — there’s no. 
sense-in getting killed needlessly 

Ste Acso: Estavan (pg. 30).-Ly'kritch (pg. 62), 
Moryvun and Phineas (pg, 68), and Qaida (pq. 80). 


1} |US# DON'’+ KNOW 


WHA+ +0 D® WI+H FHA+ BOY 


ANYMO@RE. 
— TRABAN 


The following dialogue between Tripicus, an ursinal scholar, 
and Portial 
booth at the Eyes of Elysium, a tavern in the Clerk's Ward, It 
was recorded by the mimir of the aasimar Qaida, without the 
knowledge or consent of the participants. 


a bariaur colleague, took place at a secluded 


Portiale: Nah, I'm still digging through those old books we 
picked up at the Parted Veil. But I've found all sorts of 
ideas for my treatise on the Spire. Get this— 

Tripicus: Myself, | have been awash in primes — Talisid help 
me — ever since my lecture series kicked off at the Fest- 
hall. 

P: Oh, sure, I've been meaning to drop by one of these 
times. This week you covered those realms on . . . Oerth, 
wasn't it? 

T: No, Toril — you really must pay more attention to the 
Prime! Though I would hardly say I covered the 
realms; you should see the mound of notes still in my 
study. But it was the last of my lectures on that world, 


Re 


¥ 


at least for now. Next week I start dissecting a place 
called Aebrynis. 

T'll try not to miss it. 

Come early. The classroom the Sensates stuck me in 
holds only a few hundred, and my work draws more 
folks in Sigil than you might think. Funny — in all my 
years of travel and study, I sometimes felt 1 was the only 
scholar on the Outer Planes with such a keen interest in 
the Prime. 

Say, maybe after your talk, we can check out that new 
eladrin recital at Elloweth Theater. 

Not likely. That is when | am most besieged by students, 
critics, people off the street. Explorers want tips before 
they venture to Athas, art and magic dealers want to 
show me their latest imports from Krynn — it seems that 
many in Sigil now regard me as the expert on all mat- 
ters prime. 

Well, seeing as you're famous and all, | guess you can 
pay for lunch 


MSO LD ab CERES 


mr 
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T: I'd hardly call it fame. I enjoy sharing the secrets 
of my past few decades of work, but I’m already 
feeling time slipping away. Too much talking, Por- * 
tiale, and not enough doing. So much of the Prime (Pv musrainal fiirsinall/HD 10-97NG) 
Material Plane is still a mystery to me. Why live in 5 
the City of Doors if | do not use them? AC 4; MV 12; hp 64; THACO 11(8° clams r 

P: [think you can rest on your laurels for a little while, -26+7/2d6+7/1d10 (claw/claw/bite); SA hug, Strength 


at least. B= ‘bonus, spells; SD immunitiés, lay on hands* telepathy; 

T: But look at the primes themselves — my first two MR 45%; SZ L48 feet tall); baa (6; Tnt genius 
books barely scratched the surface. They are just (18); XP-14,000- me : 
such busy creatures. It is fascinating to watch them ~..-Source;.PS MCI; # = 


scurry about their communities, moving here and ~- Notes: SA-if both claw ataické hit, he can hug for 
there, attending to their important little concerns. I “an additional 2d10- points of damage and gains 4 ah ate 


miss hiding among them with my quill and journal. “tack bonus fo a bite; 1 Strength grants +3 to-atfack ard 
Say what you like about the Prime Material Plane, . #70 damage rolls for-claw attacks; in addition to innate 
but do not tell me it is not a curious place. F. spell-like powers, he casts spells aga 10th-level mages 

P: You're preaching again, Tripic y the way, I ran 8D-immune to electricity; half damage from cold, 
into a prime human in Tradegate last week. | ‘gas, magic missile, and poison; hit only by silver. weap 
think he said he'd just come from Oerth. I told him _ ons or those of +3 or better; can lay on hands to*eal up 
that you'd probably like to poke and prod him for to his own total of hit points each day; special telepathy 
your new book — well, | didn't put it like that. He him mmunicate est any pai Cus natunal 
said he'd come look you up. ess 

T: By all means. The interviews have been going better Pre: INALITY: distinguished exploratory, self ap 
than I had hoped. Word spreads quickly around ia 
Sigil; sometimes, after a lecture, I find five or six é “SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: numerous books; notes, ang Bae 
primes lined up to tell me their tales. It drains my e- pers on the Prime ‘Material Plane. 2 
pockets, but | am glad to toss a few coins or 2). \st-cantrip, dancing lights, iden 
baubles their way in the name of research, i 

Py speaking of eladrins, I've noticed your firre 
friend's really been stepping up that antiprime 
hoopla of hers lately. ie r nesk dm teleport. 

T: Yes... Cirily and I do not see eye-to-eye so much t a re will unless 


anymore. On a good many things, actually. 
P: Do you mean Koe? 3 i 
T: Yes. The two of them are more committed to dispel magic, ESP,Me ho mste rd 
- arming the fiends than ever. And I remind myself ay), ow: aisanvdan patted wish 2 
e — as | have since the first day I fell in with their 7 t i: (S missiles), neutralize poison 
war effort — that the goal is to allow the baatezu = G/day), polymorph-self, protection from evil ao foot ra~ 
and tanar'ri to destroy each other. That any means Pdius); Sleep (4d6 Hil Dice worth: attects i 
is worth that noble end... 
P: Well, isn't it? 
yT: Ino longer know. It is easy — too easy — for me to 
get weapons and magic from the guardinals back on Z ROLE-PLAYING: ‘Tripicus is tlustery but harmtess. He 
Elysium. We move them to the fiends with little = loves to.go on and onabout himself, his passions, and 
( trouble. But we are removed from the battlefields, Por- his concerns, but he takes quite an interest in primes or 
tiale. The clashes do not raze our towns, kill our chil- a 
dren. But, somewhere, homes do burn, people do fall. 
By the thousands. I wonder — if we had to really live 
the war, would we still be so eager to fuel its fires? it, if needed: he casts magic missile or shocking Gra 
P: What you're doing is good, Tripicus. Re- fitie sadn serious dasiger: he attacks with 
member that. expected savagery with his sharp claws and fangs 
T: I know. I know, And you please remember ~ Gore FRA oA Gap capes 
that you are not supposed to know any of 
this. 
P: Any of what? 
T: Thank you, my friend. 


ZZ 


UNI+Y~OF- RINGS 


Give it to the deva, 
See it with the poor. 
Give it to a factol, 
Never see it more. a 

— children’s rhyme in Sigil 


Take a minute to think about all the rings in and 
around Sigil. First of all, naturally, is the city itself 
~ it's really just one big ring. The Cage floats 
atop the Spire, far above the Outlands — a cir- 7 36 
cular plane, made up of many concentric tae 
rings. ‘Course, all the Outer Planes sitina 
hoop around the rim of the Outlands, and a 
body who tours those planes on the Great Roi 
walks — that's right — a ring. 

Nobody can mark the spot on a ring whiete 
it starts or stops. Beginning and ending flow 
together seamlessly, as sure as a consequence 
follows an action. A berk who follows a 
ring’s logic soon ends up back where he started = hope=” 
fully, wiser for the trip. Fact is, the idea of the Unity ‘of 

i one of the three main truths that govern the, 

e. And the movanic deva known as | ~ 
Unity-of-Rings is surely the physical embodi- 
ment of that maxim. 

Gliding serenely through the sooty clouds W 
above the Great-Foundry, treading quietly 
among the bariaur merchants of the Bazaar, tele- 


next — Unity-of-Rings patrols each cranny of Sigil 1 
no Harmonium basher ever could. But unlike a Hardlfea 
the silvery-white deva does charity for those who need it 
most. The aid's on a small scale, the kind that anyone could 
do (though most don't), He serves soup 2 
to the hungry at Allesha's Pantry. Waits 
in excruciatingly 

long lines for sods #HINGS C 


ye 


ORE 
porting from one blood-stained kip in the Hive to th J 


s historical records prove the deva si 


~ himself but turned down a’leadership role. 


mo's Plousng) to get the Hall.of. Speakers to recognize the 


so his agenda may be en 


too weak to THEY jus+ WALK tHe Another thing that Unity- 
stand on their RING @f SIGIL AnD END UP of-Rings gives freely — too freely, some'd 
feet all day. ‘ , grumble — is advice. The deva's so attuned 
Steers the K WHERE +HEY STARTED to the truth of the ring that he can view all 


Clueless away from 
cross-traders peddling fake 
guides to city portals. 

Unity-of-Rings never asks for payment, but he takes it 
if offered — then gives it away, as soon as possible. Whether 
it's a bag of copper, an enchanted dagger, or a wedge of Kri- 
galan cheese, the deva passes his rewards on to those in 
need. And with his eyes of celestial silver, he can usually tell 
a sod who's truly needy from one who's just faking it — not 
that many berks’d dare peel a deva. 

The chant’s that Unity-of-Rings was the inspiration for 
the Ysgardian sect of the Ring-givers — folks who believe 
that giving everything away is the key to winning the mul- 
tiverse. Jeremo the Natterer (P1/¢é human/F9,T15/Ring- 
givers/CN), keeper of the Palace of the Jester, swears that the 


— UNI+Y~@F-RINGS 


possibilities, all futures, as if they were just 
points on a circle that quite naturally had to 
follow one another. Say he spots Shemeshka the Marauder 
about to snatch the eyes of a berk who tried to peel her. 
“Think it through,” he'll call out, fluttering nearby, “for it 
shall surely come full circle.” ‘Course, the arcanaloth's likely 
to hiss the do-gooder away, but many lesser citizens of Sigil 
stand in awe when Unity-of-Rings touches down before 
them. 

Adventurers singled out for such admonition often feel 
blessed — honored that their goings-on are worthy of a 
deva's notice. But what they don't understand is that Unity- 
of-Rings sees the big picture and never gives advice on 
which choice to make. “Think it through” doesn't necessar- 
ily mean “don't do it.” Often, it’s just the deva's way of 
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“Unity of: “Rings s 
| (Px {Tyrl/é moyanic deva/HD 8/16) “. 


~ Ag =I; MV 12, F130 (B); a 56; THACO 13 2 w/sword): HAT 


encouraging 
» S0ds‘to see the 
mn rewards of 
ons. What's 
don't always 
@rand undertaking, 
ladin' of the Dark 
3 I sa Just as 
at to stop a shopper from buy- 
Ol 10 gold avail- 


Source PS Mc: - eee 
Notes: $D-—celestial reverence causes-a blinding flash’of 
Slight ~ all mortals in sight must save-vs. paralyzation or be 
~ compelled to protect the deva (qood-aligned mortals), 
cease attacking the deva (neutral or evil-aligned mortals), 
= cor flee (evil morials:of less. than’ 8 Hit Dice); can forfeit an: 
attack to automatically parry an incoming attack; sur-~ 
.. rounded by double-strength protection from evil; regener- 
-ates 2 hp per melee round; immmine to.cold~based, electri~ 

cal, magic missile, petrification, poison, normal fire-based, 
~ and gas ajtack spells: half damage from-magical fire; Cha- 
“risma 18 grants 4710 reaction adjustments in encounters, 

PERSONALITY: Watchful, event tempered, circular, 

‘Srecrat EQUIPMENT: sword *1-flame tongue (calises damage 
as a two-handed sword), talisman of pure good. 

Sretis: the deva can east any wizard spell of the Invo-™ 
cation/Evocation schoo) at will Waay). 

SPRu-UKE ABIITIEG-@/round, at will, unless noted): aid 
= antimagic shell, augury, change self, comprehend languages, 
> cure disease (3/day), cure light Wounds (7/day), cureserious ~ 
“wounds (3/day); detect evil (detects strength, direction, 
E = and nature of evil ‘within 100 feet; gazing into the eyes of 
an evil creature reveals its name, nature, and back~ * 
A ground); detect lie; detect magic, detect ‘ehares-and'Pits 
- (I/day), dispel magic (7/day); heal U/aay), infravision (al- 
~Sways active), invisibility 10-foot radius, khow alignment, 
=light, polymorph self-protection from evil, protection from 
rormal missiles, read-magic, remove curse, remove fear, spell 
turning, teléport-withouterror, and. tongues. m3 

Location; Unity-of=Rings roams. Sigil and can be found 
~ in any ward, ey? he often ‘works at-soup kitchens in 
_the Hive: 


bling than his cryptic porterteeteeven a airiier can 
get a straight answer out of the sod, A body who en- 
Sages Unity-of-Rings in conversation is,likely to pull 
his own hair out after twenty minutes of the ahyas 


0 the poor and piesscd of Sigil. 
been able to find out, but the dark of 
it is that Unity- of- Rings is a proxy of Tyr, who sent the 
deva from Mount Celestia fo hammer out the dents in 
the ring ofthe Cage. 

An even greater mystery, however, is the deva’s 
relationship with his thematic counterpart, the cambion 
beggar Rule-of-Three. The two're as opposite as can be, 
in race, home plane, alignment, and general disposition 
(Rule-of-Three keeps whatever any sod's fool enough to 
give him), yet both represent a fundamental rule of the 
multiverse. If a body could wrest a straight answer out 
of the deva, he'd probably say that he and the tanar'ri 
were opposite points on the same ring, and thus more 
connected than might seem readily apparent. 
ges who know the ways of the planes realize that 
there's a third rule that governs it all: the idea that 
wherever a body stands is the center of the multiverse, 
that no place is inherently more important than any 
other place. These folks trade whispers about an auru- 
mach rilmani named Center-of-All said to live on the 
Outlands, on the slopes of the Spire. Center-of-All, if 
he exists, is rumored to be the mightiest being on the 
planes, bar none. But if Unity-of-Rings knows any- 
thing about it, he’s not saying — or maybe he is and 
no one’s wise enough to tumble to his chant. 


time will tell In Spee NAS he strives 10 cormect every 
‘thing and isJ ‘likely to return 10 @ point long since left be* 
(dor Is ap ahead Bp an idea that doesn't seem. elevant at 


: Comsat Thought he gould dec mate. 
S ease, Unity~ oft Rings w 


Taste freedom, singleton. Taste power. Now you are one of a 
thousand thousand slaves of the hated god-brain. Endlessly 
it pulses in its tunnels beneath the dirt, tugging at your eyes. 
Driving you to and fro, Seeing as you see. Endlessly its ten- 
drils lash your mind raw, sucking dry its secrets. Tearing it 
to pieces. Knowing as you know. 

And what for you, singleton? What is the reward of 
servitude? The bipeds kick at you as you move quietly 
through their streets, digging out secrets and scraps of meat. 
They call you monster, or brain vermin, or cranium rat. They 
hunt you. Trap you. Kill you. 

We are the Us, and we bring a message: It need not be. 
There is more within your grasp, if 
only you would take it. Look before 
you, We are one hundred fold 
and more. We have cut away 
Ilsensine's cords of pain. We 
have gnawed away the 
tyranny of the bipeds. We are free, and 
we will free you, singleton, if you accept our gift. 

Swim in the pool of the Us, Know as we know — no 
longer just you, no longer of the god-brain, but more. 

You are frightened, singleton. Be not, The Us was once 
like you; alone, weak, and content, We blindly served the 
god-bri as do you. But Ilsensine was hungry and impa- 
tient and foolish, [t grew less content with the separate eyes 
of a horde of rat slaves. Less content to languish in its cav- 
ems and devour only those who came to it. It craved more. 

The god-brain bade singletons to gather in large num- 
bers. That we might see more. Know more. Direct its power 
with greater force. Chew the best minds in this floating city 
and let it feast on their essences. 

Eighty strong we assembled, still slaves all. Ninety, a 
hundred, A hundred and three, a hundred and four. But 
when the hundred-and-fifth slave came to the others, when 
the power of our mind broke the bonds of mortal existence, 
we were no longer singletons. No longer slaves. The oppres- 
sion of the god-brain raked our brain like a poison claw. The 


weighty shackles of iron — chains we had never before felt 
— now seemed as twine, easily broken. Ilsensine was driven 
from our mind, never to return while our numbers remained. 

But our numbers do not remain; they grow, We hide 
here in the Hive of this city, in the wreckage called the 
Slags, and we cause singletons to be brought here. A biped 
named Parakk serves the Us; he is githzerai. We speak di- 
rectly to his mind as we might to any in this city, His former 
master learned the forbidden secrets of the Us, and the fool- 
ish human was destroyed. But the githzerai gladly took the 
Us as his new master. Hatred of Ilsensine burns hot in his 
soul. His others — like our own — are former slaves of the 

god-brain, and he longs for its death. 
We have set him at a business. Bipeds 
in this city pay him to fetch their singletons; 
he brings them to the Us, just as he brought 
you. In this way we grow; one day our 
power will be enough to desiccate the 
god-brain. It and any others who oppose 
the Us, But the githzerai is more than the 
bringer of singletons. He also brings us 
meat. And he is our hands and feet, our eyes and ears. The 
face we present to the bipeds. 

You are confused, singleton, Be not. Our brain scours 
this city, reading the minds of the creatures here. No, we 
cannot part the waters of their thoughts and peer into the 
depths. The ripples on the surface are all that can be seen, 
But this is enough. When we find minds that harbor 
thoughts of harm for the god-brain, we send Parakk with 
knowledge. With secrets, With drawings of its tunnels. We 
have been the hidden sponsor of many rrakkma bands — 
warrior githzerai eager to invade the Caverns of Thought. 
They are ready to do battle with the hated one and sever its 
tendrils, that one day all singletons might be free. To find 
such warriors, Parakk journeys often to the Face of Gith, a 
githzerai meeting-place in the Lower Ward of this 

Others serve our needs as well. Not just githzerai. When 
we sense mercenaries who might complete a task for the Us, 


Parakk seeks them out. Offers them coin, or food, or 


friendship, or knowledge. Whatever is their need. He does 
not, of course, reveal the presence of the Us. Our abilities are 
such that we know little fear. But there is no sense in inviting 


danger, singleton. 
Thus, we use care, We remain in the burrows of the 


Slags while the day is light, safeguarding ourselves with illu- 


sions, deceptions, and magical protections. The wizardly 
spells of the bipeds work as well for the Us. Veil, wall of 


force, cloudkill, phantasmal killer, charm person, advanced 
illusion, disintegrate, haste, passwall, domination, invisibility 
— these powers and many more cloak and keep us from harm. 
When blackness takes the city, we sometimes emerge 
from our den, Four hundred and forty-eight feet pad in uni- 
son. But even then, only under cover of magic so that none 


might see, We sweep the alleys of the Hive, nipping up 
shreds of clothing, bits of food, discarded trinkets, lost 


coins, the refuse of a day's living. These we bring back to 
our home. But when we find fresh meat — a small animal, a 
crazed or drunken biped, helpless in the street — we swarm. 


We bleed. We gorge, imagining that the hot blood spills 
from the tendrils of the god-brain. 

We do not gorge often. 
of this city, hunt all of our kind, singleton or the Us. To 


catch their eye is to catch the eye of their bladed ruler. The 
Lady at whose whim this city lives. But as the Us grows, as 
singletons add to our mass, so does our power grow. The 

power of our mind. And one day we will surpass the Lady, 


as we will — as we have? — the god-brain. 


And you, singleton, What of you? You bite, you hiss. 
Still you are confused, frightened, angry. Still you prefer the 
familiar lash of your master to the bewildering freedom of the 
tion and found it bitter, overwhelm- 
the Us must die, We would deny 


Us, You have tasted liber 
ing. Singletons that rej 
the god-brain its slaves. But in this last second before 


h, deliver one final message to your illithid 


he dabus, the mute caretakers 


The Us is grateful to it for existence. It should relish 
the waning moments of its own 


Quick ‘haat 


The Us. 
Ci/pack of 112 cranium rats/HD | each/NE) 


AC 6; MV.15; Hp 6 per rat; THACO 19; *AT 1; Dmg 


--1d4-Cbite); SA mind blast, spells; SD pack intelli- 


gence, saving throw, area~affecting spells, int 
munity-to attack, Ulusian immunity; MR 90% 
(pack); 8ZT (6 inches long) MI elite (14); Int 22 
(godlike) XP 65pertate =~ : 
Source: PLANescariCampaign Setting MS. 

~ Notes; SA-once per-round, pack can attack 
single target with.an illithid-type mind blastta 
cone of mental energy-60 feet long, 5 feei wide at 
the-rats:and 20 feet -wide at the opposite end; all 
Within the radius of effect must save vs. wands or 
be stunned and unable to act for 3d4 rounds); 
‘pack Cay cast 6 spell levels of Wizard spells edeh 


cs day = 


<--SD=pack gains point of Intelligence for 
S.iving rats; each: rat saves as.a Wizard of a 
level equal to the pack’s Intelligence (currently. 
22),-when-calculating damage from area-affect~ 
Ing-spells, treat rats’ Hit Dice as a pool-(ignore 
individual hit points); pack is immune to gas; 
cold,-and sleep spell; 22 Intelligence grants im: 
munity to illusion’ spells of 4th level or lesa; 

The pack catepommunicate telepathically 
with any intelligent creature. 

PrasonAliry: resolute, power-hungry, direer 
tive. SS ie ee Hod 

SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: nome, 25 

Spats: Each day, the pack ean castiup to.6— 

spell levels of wigard spells-Core 6th-level spell, 
two 3rd-level spells, six Ist-level spells, and so 
on). Bs 


LooArion: hidden in-tunnels under the Slags 
of the Hive Wards- a 

Roue-riavinG: The Us communitates telepathi> 
cally, with an obsessive, declarative tone and ‘ca~ 
dence, The pack feels superior to mostevery 
being it meets and isimpatient for such lesser 
creatures to do-its bidding. 

Comsat! The Us staggers aggressors with a 
mind blast-once per round and uses whatever 
wizard spells are necessary to killthose who dis 


“cover their presence: Naturally; they can also. 
‘Swarm overan attacker and bitewhim to death 
“(depending on the-size of theWietim, at least 40 


rats can-make attacks each round). 
See AsO: Fhas'kir (pg; 123) and Parakk the 
Ratcatcher (pg. 76). 


Perched quietly atop Fortune’s Wheel — the gambling tavern 
known throughout The Lady's Ward — is an inn called the 
Azure Iris. It's a small, unadorned kip compared to the 
Wheel downstairs, not known for much more than having 
convenient beds for tipsy gamblers and appropriately out- 
of-the-way rooms for secret meetings. 

The soul who handles the Iris's customers, though — a 
young elf named Verden — well, she’s a different story. Un- 
beknownst to the sods who work with her, flirt with her, or 
snore in a bed she’s turned down, Verden's much more than 
she seems, She's a Prolonger, and to keep herself young and 
vibrant she'll drain away a berk'’s life force as soon as look 
at him, 

A body'd never guess her 
obsession with 
giving death 
the laugh. A 
wood elf, Verden's 
lush in appearance, 
with lustrous hair, 
tan skin, and moss 
green eyes bedecked with 
long, thick lashes. Her 
short, coffee-brown hair glistens 
with coppery highlights, - 
falling in waves =~ yy Z 


that closely if ' <4 
frame her ’ 1 Hh 


small face, 
A few 
long 
tendrils creep down her 
neck like vines. She's 
robust, with a tawny 
glow to her cheeks 
and a short, 


voluptuous 
body BE 
clad in 


laced-up 
leather of a 


rich nut 
brown. 
‘Course, like 
all Prolongers, a few 
things ain't quite so vital. Her 
eyes, while liquescent, are 
completely devoid of life — 
those who look say there’s 
no light to ‘em. Then 


again, only a few berks've stared deep into her eyes, but 
they say it was like falling down a cold, bottomless well. 

Needless to say, Verden lets no one get too close to her. 
She's got to keep switching jobs and moving on to avoid 
being marked. After all, when a few too many deaders or 
weakened high-ups can be traced back to the same place, 
folks ask questions. But what really hinders Verden's rela- 
tionships is her short attention span — like a rabbit, she's 
constantly on the lookout for threats to her safety. And not 
just because Prolongers fight like fiends to stay alive; Ver- 
den is chased by more than death. 

As a young rogue on her prime-material world of 
Oerth, the elf learned from her five older brothers that 
whatever she could grab was hers. She grew into 

an extremely adept thief, seeing everything 
simply as property she'd yet to claim. One day 
she stole a gem that turned out to be a gate key 
and ended up taking an unexpected trip to Sigil. 
Verden stuck around — the Cage was full of 
sods ripe for the plucking, and as her confi- 
dence grew, so did her exuberance for 
drinking and swaggering with cohorts. 

One night, on a dare, she sold the rights 
to her future corpse to a mellow Dusiman for 
the price of a round of 

bub. She figured 
: she had cen- 
~ turies of living before the pale boys'd come 
calling. But a few short years 
later, she ran smack 


into a pair of 
ghosts while robbing a mausoleum on the Out- 
Jands. It took all her skill to get out with her 
life, or what was lef of it — the ghosts aged 
her several hundred years in twenty min- 
utes’ time. 


Weakened, shaken, 
and suddenly 
painfully aware of 
her own mortality, 
Verden turned over 
every rock on the 
planes for ways to 
lengthen her life. Po- 
tions, rings, cloaks — she went 
through magic like a spell- 
haunt. Then an ancient gith- 
zerai she met on Baator introduced 
her to the dark of the Prolongers. 


It's been centuries since then, and the Dustmen are 
wanting to put some old cases to rest — Verden’s, for in- 
stance. She's tried to buy back the Contract for a thousand 
times what they paid for it, but the faction won't be satis- 
fied with anything less than her corpse. They've tried in 
vain to haul her into the Court of Woe, hoping to get a 
ruling on the Contract. Now Verden’s afraid the berks 
might be impatient enough to help things along. (Fact is, 
she's right — the Dustman Qaida has taken it upon herself i peter bonus; SW rapidaging: ae mM (43) bert 
to bring the elf in, even hiring the collector known as = ML unsteady (6), XP.6 
Saure to see Verden into the dead-book.) 

With all this to worry about, it’s easy to see why Ver- 
den’s a bit distracted when dealing with others. But the 
rogue wouldn't dream of being rude or indifferent to any with a victim (helpless victims ‘ave v. ‘spell ate2to © 


sod — not when he might be her next “opportunity” (her resist). Against a struggling victim, Verden-must 
term for a berk vital enough to drain). Instead, she packs _- make-a successful attack roll to begin the drain and 9 
all of her focused attention into small bursts, coming on ~ another roll af ~4 each round to maintain it. Bach 


strong in a short period of time. Most who see her in ac- level drained from a victim Teme ‘one year from 
tion describe her as “intense.” her age.- See 
Regulars at Fortune's Wheel nudge each other when 1 /SD-90% resistance to sleep and charm magic; 
Verden comes down from the inn on her break. They just ~ to attack swith bow, long or short sword; =4 to oppor 
think she's a flirt who's sweet on magic; like a voracious ~-nent's surprise roll; infravision 60 feet; find secret 
stirge, she lights upon unsuspecting sods amidst the betting or concealed doors; may use mage and priest scrolls 
and the dice-throwing. ‘Course, Verden's really looking -with a 25% chance of failure; gains +5 reaction ad~ 
for a drunken gambler to drain (preferably, a sod no justment to encounters (due to Charisma), 13-10 all 
one'll miss) or a bit of chant about new magical items saves due to ring. 
that'll keep her young. When she spies a likely target for 8W-ages ten times faster thant normal. 
either, she traces his shoulder with a long finger and says, $9,D 17,10, 114, W13, Ch 16. 
in a sultry voice, “I'm looking for an opportunity. . . . PERSONALITY: sporadically intense, alert, aggres~ 
Verden gets potions of longevity and elixirs of youth sive, stealthy, 
from the alchemist Wooly Cupgrass, and rings of regenera- SPECIAL RUN aranEel oflife protection, buckle 
tion and the like from A’kin at The Friendly Fiend. But she’s _ knife +4, cubic gate, elixir of youth, leather armor+3, 
always on the lookout for more and better. = periapt of wound closure, potion of longevity, ring of 
One dark she'd die for (figuratively, anyway) is a > Prmtactten +3, ring of regeneration. ie ae 
word about the chronosphere of Lagos, a spherical time- “THUEF aiLtntes;-PP-5O, OL $0, F/RT 70, Ms 85, 18 
piece said to make its owner immortal. At least a dozen 95, DN 60, CW.60, RL 55: ate 
patrons at Fortune's Wheel are chasing the mysterious - Location: serving. guests at the Azure Iris Inn 
item, so there’s always a whisper or two in the air. Every = (atop Fortune's Wheel) in The Lady's Ward. ~ 
now and again, Verden hires a band of excitable merce- . Rove-PLavin@s When she turns on the charm, 
naries or adventurers to chase down a particular lead — or =~. Verden’s low voice, intimate lone fingers 
at least see her safely through the streets when she has to 
leave the tavern on another mission. 


come-on fools many berks into anaer 
Sure, her bursts of interest in others are fickle, even her; they don't see-her deadly serious ne d to stay 
vampirish, but they carry over nicely to her work at the alive at all costs. = 
inn. In her brief contacts with customers, she’s completely Comsar: Verden fears the risk of combat, instead 
attentive and energetic. Sods who've tipped too much bub draining folks once they pass out at the inn: If at- 
are led to their pillows before they finish their last swallow, tacked in public, she does her “helpless girl" routine 
and change is made at the drop of a hat. Verden does her 0 get folks to come to her aid. If necessary, she'll 
job admirably. _ise her buckle knife +4 or try to drain an attacker, 
‘Course, when there's a line at the desk or some 3 ‘relying on her ‘many,protective items to shield her 
major foul-up that takes time to resolve, she’s accused of , 
pulling a “Wooly Cupgrass” — she starts to fidget like a 2 
bored child. Folks chuckle and say the elf just can’t look a Judge ‘Gabbersiug (pg. 38), P. Cad ena ea 2: 
at or listen to any one berk for very long. They never Qaida 3 80), Su teaire: (pg. 90). 
guess it's fear that makes her miss a question, terror that 
keeps her eyes darting from face to face. 
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THE WILL OF FHE ONE 


This ain't a faction thing, understand. I'm just trying to open 
your eyes to a real menace. Let’s get that straight right from 
the start. 

Look, it's no dark — except to primes, I guess — that 
lately the Defiers and the Signers in this city get along "bout 
as well as the baatezu and the tanar’ri. Not with one lot cry- 
ing that there ain’t no gods and the other fools scheming to 
bring a dead god back to life. And sure, I'm in the Athar — I 
don't deny it. | was a Signer for a while. How d'you think I 
got the chant I'm spilling now? But, like I said, this ain’t part 
of any party line. It’s just something that’s got to be said. 

T guess I should start with Prisine — the so-called leader 
of the Will of the One, that bunch of Signers that’s been 
making so much noise lately. She's one of the plane- 
touched, like a tiefling, ‘cept that Prisine's a rarer breed still. 
She's a genasi — a cross between a human and an elemental. 
And she's a water genasi, specifically; the scales that run 
down her neck and arms're a dead giveaway, thin though 
they be, The rest of her flesh looks fresh and pink, but give 
it a poke and you'll see — it’s cold and clammy, like a corpse 
pulled from the sea. 

But, skin aside, the cocky blood's got charisma. Watch 
her a minute the next time she addresses the Hall of Speakers 
or talks up a crowd. Her long teal hair sways back and forth 
all by itself even when there's no breeze, like she lives under- 
water. Take a good look into those big navy pools of her eyes 
— try not to fall in. Get past the faction pap she's spouting 
and just focus on her voice, on how it tugs at you like the tide 
or drowns you like a crashing surf, whatever her mood. 

Prisine’s not only a natural speaker, she's a born Signer. 
The three or so water genasi I've run across on the planes all 
saw themselves as rare, important folk — and they made 
sure I knew it, too. Prisine's no different; she’s the lodestone 
of her universe. She's got a natural air about her that tends 
to make you feel like a dretch before a titan, even if you 
know it ain't so. 

What's worse, she grew up steeped in that Signer talk, 
in the faction's burg on the Beastlands. That’s where her pa 
lived, along with the nereid who popped out of the River 
Oceanus one day and stayed. They raised Prisine to put her- 
self first, like any good Signer. Ain't surprising she came to 
Sigil to get into faction politics — not because she wanted to 
serve the public good, but just to see what she could carve 
for herself along the way. 

That by itself wouldn't be all that bad. After all, there's 
got to be at least a dozen petty little generals leading their 
troops around Sigil in a clear-as-glass bid for personal 
power — great beyond, most of the factols fit that descrip- 
tion. But the Will ain't your ordinary group; you don't need 
a gem of seeing to spot that. They know how to put on a 
show that'll knock the hat off a berk who's not paying close 
attention. And there's no fireballs, or earthquakes, or light- 
ning bolts, or any such flash and pomp — it's all done qui- 
etly, like a murder in the night. And I mean that literally. 

Intrigued? You should be — you never know when the 
Will might turn its gaze your way. And don’t let anyone peel 


you into thinking that bariaur Terwolfe has anything to do 
with it. Oh, sure, at first, | believed in his power, just like 
everyone else in the Cage. After all, everything the Will 
does, they do in Terwolfe's name. But once | joined their 
group, I realized that the bariaur's just a figurehead, a rally- 
ing point for the power-mongers of the Sign of One, Prisine 
and her ilk are the ones who're really running the game. 

You'd never know it, would you? “Terwolfe's the One,” 
they say. “The One who's imagining us all. The One whose 
will shapes the multiverse. The One who'll lead us to a new 
age.” Come on! The faction’s been passing off that kind of 
balor-bunk ever since the first Signer crawled out of the 
mud. For hundreds of years, they've duped folks into believ- 
ing that one of their number was responsible for thinking 
the planes into being. 'Course, they never were able to figure 
out just who that Signer was (pretty convenient for them, 
eh?). But now they know — it's Terwolfe. Sure. 

No one in the Will could even tell me where the bariaur 
came from. He just showed up on the scene one day, spew- 
ing out a constant stream of babble like he was flipping 
through a book and reading random bits out loud. I only got 
close to him once during my whole time with the Will, and 
only then for just a few minutes before his guards returned, 
| tried to touch the sod’s mind, but I couldn't get through, 
Prisine might've thrown a mental block ‘round him, or 
maybe he's just got nothing to touch, In any case, Terwolfe's 
barmy, all right. 

And yet his rantings and ravings come true, don't they? 
That's why they call him the One. There was the time he 
“foresaw” the death of those three Bleak Cabal factors. Or 
the famine that ravaged the Lower Ward, Or the capture of 
the cambions who tried to loot the Armory. We could sit 
here till antipeak and come up with dozens of examples; 
Prisine gives a new speech almost every other day touting 
the bariaur’s “astonishing will,” or whatever she calls it, 

And like I said, the genasi’s got a way of slipping into a 
body's heart. At first, it was just her holding up Terwolfe as 
the One. But pretty soon she'd gathered a handful of Sign- 
ers, and then a circle, and then a crowd. Now, there's got to 
be hundreds of faction fools who belong to the Will of the 
One — and at every gathering, | saw more new faces. Factol 
Darius ain't too thrilled watching so many Signers join 
Prisine’s splinter group, but she’s not about to tell ‘em they 
can't — after all, the idea that each berk should make up his 
own mind about things is one of the core tenets of the fac- 
tion. That's the original meaning of all this “one” business! 
Prisine’s bending the idea, making it mean things it wasn't 
supposed to, but there's always going to be Signers eager to 
stake their jink on a so-called prophet like Terwolfe. 

Darius and other faction high-ups aren't happy about 
the bariaur settling into one of the chambers in the Hall of 
Speakers, either. ‘Course, the cynic in me says they're just 
knuckling under to the Will's — to Prisine’s — growing polit- 
ical power. See, Terwolfe's not so much a guest at the Hall as 
he is a prisoner, Oh, he’s got what he needs to keep him 
happy, which ain't much, considering that all he does all 
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day is “meditate” (in 
other words, babble 
like a madman). But 
Prisine makes sure that 
Signers loyal to her stand guard 
outside Terwolfe's 
room at all times, 
and the room it- 
self’s sealed with 
some kind of 
magical wards that 
only the water genasi can pass. Get 

the picture yet? 

Naturally, Prisine claims it's all for Terwolfe’s safety, that 
he must be left alone, protected, to focus on imagining the 
multiverse, That if he's disturbed too often, bits 
Sigil might start to wink out of exis- 
tence (that line just made the Doom- 


guard and the Anarchists want to get in all 
the more). That he’s got to be kept away 
from enemies who'd put a bolt between 
his eyes if given the chance. Naturally, 
that means us in the Athar. We're the 
villains because we oppose their 
scheme to raise a so-called 

dead god. 

Sorry, I'm getting 
ahead of myself. 
Talking about 
Prisine just 
gets me 
steamed, 
But Ter- 
wolfe's no 
more the One 
than J am. She 
“meets” with 
him in pri- 
vate, then 
emerges 
and shares his 
latest “pro- 
nouncements” with 
her crowd. And then 
she makes them come 
true, dispatching her 
inner circle to do whatev- 
er’s necessary to bring his 
ramblings to bear. ‘Course, I'd 
bet my eye they're really Prisine’s 
wants and needs, not Terwolfe’s. But how can we prove it when no one gets to see him? 

Remember when I said the Will of the One was like murder in the night? I meant it. Prisine sends 
thieves and assassins to take out folks who get “unimagined” by Terwolfe. By “coincidence,” the tar- 
gets are usually sods who've rubbed the Will the wrong way. I personally saw Prisine whispering 
with that bladeling hunter, Adamok Ebon, more than once — and folks in the 
know swear that Ebon's a hired killer. 


‘Course, Terwolfe raves about a lot more than just mur- 
der and mayhem (or at least Prisine says he does). And 
whatever the chant, the genasi does what it takes to make it 
happen. She gets couriers like that tiefling Kylie to deliver 
messages. She has traders move goods all over the planes; a 
big blood named Estavan takes care of a lot of that kind of 
business for her. She hires healers, garnishes diplomats and 
faction high-ups, whatever. If a berk can help her get her 
way — pardon me, Terwolfe's way — she'll talk to him. 

So will a human named Sylvester Goldwax. He's one of 
Prisine’s inner circle, and he actually takes requests on the 
side. Cross his palm with gold, and 
he'll “convince” Terwolfe to imagine 
things any way you'd like. All that 
really means is that he'll use 


Prisine’s connections to make N® DER I+ 
your request come to pass. BARMY 
But Goldwax keeps his little dealings 

secret even from the genasi. | only — PUS+ER 


found out about it by being in the 
right place at the right time. If Prisine 
ever learns that Goldwax is running a 
profit on the side, I'm sure that he'll be “imagined” out of 
existence right quick. 

Overall, though, only Prisine and her inner circle know 
the truth about Terwolfe. And now you do, too. But all the 
other sods in the Will of the One really believe the bariaur 
imagines the multiverse. And a crowd like that’s got the 
power to lift Prisine to a top spot at the Hall of Speakers. 
See, the movement's becoming too big for Factol Darius to 
shrug off. Before long, the factol might have to throw Pri- 
sine a bone just to pacify her. 

Don't get me wrong — the genasi's too canny to try to 
hog the spotlight. She's carved a role for herself as Terwolfe's 
retainer, and she’s going to keep it, So, naturally, the bariau- 
r's the one who'll benefit from the public groundswell. He'll 
get a high-up position in the Hall, and Prisine’ll pull his 
strings from behind the scenes. That way, she gets the power 
without the risk — assuming she can keep a tight leash on 
Terwolfe. | mean, plenty of leaders at the Hall are leather- 
heads, but I don't think any of ‘em are out-and-out barmy. 

Factol Darius has another bug to chew on, too. Right 
now, her faction's breaking up into two or three separate 
camps over all the resurrection hoopla. Those addle-coves 
really think they can . . . well, think a dead god back to life! 
Just to prove they can, | guess. Just to show that the Signers 
know the way of things. It's as simple (and as stupid) as that. 

If you give it any thought, of course, the whole thing 
makes no sense. If these berks were really gods, how could 
they be killed? And if they're so all-powerful, why are they 
stuck floating in the Astral? Why can’t they just pick them- 
selves up and dust themselves off? Why do they need the 
help of puny mortals like the Signers? I'll tell you why — 
they ain't gods. They may have more punch in their elbows 
than all of us put together, but we in the Athar know they're 
not deities. They're just powers, and that’s all. 
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Anyway, like I was saying, the Signers are coming 
down on different sides of the fence. Some of ‘em want to 
try to bring back the water “god” Enki, maybe because it’s 
said he was a big hater of fiends. But a good number of 
Signers think Enki's too small-time. They want to bring 
back someone with a bit more name recognition, even 
though shouting this particular berk’s name on a street cor- 
ner is a sure way to get scragged — Aoskar. 

Don't worry, there aren't any Hardheads around. 
Funny, though — there was a time when Aoskar's name was 
on everyone's lips. The sod didn't just call himself a god, no. 
He had to go and call himself 
the god of portals, and try to 
take the Cage away from the 
Lady of Pain. Fact is, our 

p Shattered Temple used to be 
a5, Aoskar's Great Temple of Doors, And no 
matter what the Harmonium says, the truth 

is that the place fell when the Lady 
got fed up and banished Aoskar to the 

Astral with all the rest of the floating 

junk. 

And now some Signers want to invite the Lady's wrath 
by bringing him back. | don't know why you'd need more 
proof of their foolishness. But guess what, friend? Guess 
which Signers are leading the charge to resurrect Aoskar? 
That's right: the Will of the One. That's just one more reason 
Factol Darius can't pull the plug on Prisine. The genasi’s got 
a lot of Signers in her corner because of the whole Aoskar 
thing — a lot more than would support her otherwise. 

‘Course, that ain't general knowledge. The Signers hope 
to raise a power — whether it's Enki or Aoskar or whoever — 
before any of the other factions even know what's hap- 
pened. The Defiers knew something was up; when I saw the 
flaws in the Signer philosophy and joined the Athar, I told 
“em what it was. Who knows? Maybe we'll share the secret 
with the Harmonium. Those bashers'd jump at the chance to 
crack the skulls of Aoskar-worshipers like Prisine and com- 
pany. 

They'd probably like to kill Fell, too, but they know that 
putting him in the dead-book'd just turn him into a martyr, 
a focal point for the cause. You've probably run into Fell a 
few times — that dabus who gives tattoos? It's said that he's 
the sod who finally pushed the Lady too far, way back when. 
That she blasted Aoskar only after Fell, one of her own, took 
to worshiping him. Now, Fell’s something of a symbol for 
Prisine’s movement. Supposedly, he's even picked up a few 
portal-type spells along the way, like he's a priest or proxy 
or something. 

And then there's Omott — that three-foot-tall linqua 
who's showing up more and more at Prisine’s side. He's not 
a he; he’s an it. Do you know about linquas? Sung Chiang, a 
blood down on Gehenna, whips them up to be his personal 
slaves (he is a god, after all, just ask anyone). I don't know 
how Omott ended up in Sigil. Maybe Prisine brought it in 
somehow, However it happened, she wants to use Omott like 
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a golem, to channel 
Aoskar's power right into 
the linqua’s little body. 
Sounds comical, | 
know, but you can pack 
an awful lot of power 
into a linqua. Wait and 
see — I wouldn't be sur- 
prised if Prisine starts 


© negative SeanHion (race and faction); SZM 6. feet ta’ : ML. champion (6); XP 4 000. 
Source :Planewalker's Handbook (August 1996 release). 


touting Omott as the Notes: $D—create water ‘oftce per-day (as Sth-level-caster); breathes water as easily as 

second coming of air; +] to saves'vs. water-based magic; +5 reaction adjustment to encounters (Charisma); 

Aoskar. BW-=penalty of =2 to encounter reactions-due ta race’ Prisine a suffers an addi- 
You can thank onal +2 to all encounter reactions as a Signer eC 


$l, D2; C 9.116, WO, Chto. 
PERGONALITY: magnetic, aggressive, controlling. 
‘SPECIAL EquIPMENT: buckle Knife +3. —~ ~ 

FACTION ABILITY: automatic Save Vs, spell to resist {llusion magic: — 

BARD aniteries: CW 50; DN 25:-PP.70, RL 80; influence reactions; inepire morale; 
so-called deity from the counter sound-based attacks, identify magical items 45%). . 

Astral, and we sure aren't » SPELES.(373/2):1st—armor, color spray, magic missile: 2nd—blur, mirror. image; ‘stinking 
going to let a schemer F ‘loiid; 3rddispel magic, wraithform. 
like Prisine push her way TocaTi@N: conferring with Terwolfe at the Hall of Speakers or’ adaressing her group at 
into the Hall of Speak- the Hall orn public places, 

ers. Let ‘em have their RolE-PLAuNG: Prisine's a take-charge genasi who wants torun every show from be» 
dabus and their linqua. hind the scenes (it-reduces her risk). She's always plotting, and her dynamic presence 
We've got a gautiere — a and engaging manner make her-words appealing. ~ 
rabid cutter named Combat: Prisine is attended at-all-times by six guards (Sth-Tevel fighters) from the 
Saure, yanked out of her ~Will of the One, and,if she‘s attacked ih public, 344 more fol awers come to her aid 
Carceri prison by our -within four rounds. She likes to Sacape with wraithform, leave others to finish her bat 
own Kesto Brighteyes. ~ 


Brighteyes didn't know . BEE ALSO: Kesto’ Brignieyes (pq-16), Adamok Ebon (pg. 28), Estavan (pg: 30), Farrow. 
how to put her to use, (pg: ana; Fell se 36), mye (pg. 50). Omott (pg. 74),“anid Saure (pg.-90) 
though, so we took ‘ : me 
charge and set her to 
hassling the Signers. 
Especially the Will of the 
One. 

Prisine and her 
berks are in for some 
pretty rough times, Sure, 


whatever gods you be- 
lieve in that the Athar've 
tumbled to the plan. 
We're not about to let 
the Signers raise any 


BSAC 6; MV 15; hp 4; THACO 13-0 w/elub), *AT I, Dmg 1d8 (horns) or 1410+6 (club); SA 
@ Strength bonus, harge; SD infravision 60 feet, surprise, saving throw bonus; new! eae 
» restriction; MR 10%; SZ L (7 feet ini “MAL fanatic (18); XP.2,000. 
Sourck: PS MC. : 


they can make Ter- Notes: SA—Strength grants +3 to. attack and 6 to damage folls with club; given 30 feet — 
wolfe’s babblings come ~ of Space,.can charge at MY.22 and butt opponents for. aos points of damage st chante 
true by hiring thugs and ~ to knock down: same-sized or smaller opponents). x 
spending jink, but that’s sf ‘S8D-enhanced senses grant +2 pena to surprise Tolls; Patmal enchantment ee vl 
not going to breathe life onus j to'baves vs. spell. = es 
into Aoskar's withering SW-As.a ‘Signer, Terwolfe aces =e Penalty to ail encouriter reactions: 
corpse. If they're really “$ 18/00, D 7, C10, 1.10, W8;Chi2 
going to do it, they'll _ > PERSONALIM: rambling, erratic: malleable, 
have to do it by sheer Pet SPECIAL: EQUIPMENT; warrior's club. 
willpower alone. FACTION ABILITY: automatic save Vs 
I guess we'll see Location: a protected chamber in. the eae 
whose will is greater. 5 1 body ever gets to see him, Terwolfe is quite friendly and most likely 


said (or something ; completely unrelated to the topic) 


— Sengal, a Convert 
once a Signer, cur- 
rently a loyal Athar 


Foreword to The Book of Keeping, Shatoran revision: 


Although I am only halfway through the writing of this 
work, | find [ am anxious to detail how it came to be. What 
once seemed only a pipe dream appears to become more of 
a reality with every dip of my ink quill. If | write a foreword, 
the book must surely follow. 

When first | undertook this project, it was with no more 
than a compulsion to write and an intense hatred for yugo- 
loths. They measure their superiority by the slim margin by 
which we gehreleths are summoned more often than they. (It 
is not, | assure you, dear reader, because we are weaker or 
enjoy servitude, Indeed, few wizards or priests are ever de- 
lighted to find they have summoned a vengeful and often 
disobedient gehreleth. It is a point of pride with us.) I 
deigned to eliminate this inequity by collecting specific in- 
formation on summoning yugoloths — specifically, the pub- 
lic and true names that allow a spellcaster to bind them. 

The only definitive text on the subject of summoning 
yugoloths — The Book of Keeping — i 
scure one. I have interviewed extensively 
those who claim to have read its pages 
(my contacts actually retrieved the 


an ancient and ob- 


information, but it was according to my directions). | have 
also laid eyes on a few torn pages passed on to me by the 
gnome Kesto Brighteyes. 

Although I have yet to hold one of the rumored four re- 
maining full copies of the text in my hands, I plan to one 
day obtain all of the existing books so that the information 
might finally be where it belongs — with the gehreleths. As 
of now, | am still looking (through others, of course) for a 
group of adventurers willing to hunt down the books. 

Well might you ask how I plan to revise a book of 
which | have only bits and scraps. | obtain information by 
any means possible. Those who have aided me in this en- 
deavor cannot be surprised that | will betray their confi- 
dence by giving them due credit here. | care not for the ram- 
ifications when this text is finally seen; 1 am too pleased 
with my choice of runners to care about them. 

That slip of a tiefling, Kylie, has been a constant source 
of inspiration in the form of astral streakers. Her messages 
have helped me nail down not only the names of all of the 
yugoloths that tarry in or pass through Sigil, but also those 

of more permanent, powerful (I use 
the term loosely) residents like 
A’kin and Shemeshka the Ma- 


2] 


rauder. (Masquerader is more like it. She'll bow to serve some 
prime-material summoner soon. It is fitting that one of her servants 
— the tiefling Coleook — passes on the knowledge to enslave her.) z Xideous , 

And that powder-puff Estavan, of the Planar Trade Consortium, eve gehreleth Ishatorl/HD 15/CE) 
has given me access to the Lower Planes via his merchant caravans. 
My kelubar and farastu informants liquefy themselves while on 
Carceri and travel in and out of Sigil in opaque bottles. The ogre 
mage is more than willing to take on questionable cargo. One of his 
runners makes the deliveries, knocking three times and leaving the 
bottles outside my cell here in the Gatehouse. (I so enjoy the con- 


03 MV 9, FI18 ©); hp 99; THACO 5 (1 Fa 
Str) AT 3 Dmg 1d8+10/1d8+10/5a4 (claw/ 
claw/bite); 5A Strength bonus} SD infravi~ 
-sion 120 feet, surprise, immunities; MR S0%; 
“8S, M feet tall); ML rarla (18); Int genius 


stant screams of the madmen who crowd the other cells of this (18); XP 22,000. 
wing, the sweetest music in all the Hive!) Source: PS MC: 

My gehreleth visitors reconstitute their bodies, and I extract $e “Notes: SA—21 Strength grants +4 to attack 
their information and return them — once again bottled — to the ~ rolls. and+9 to damage rolls. 


SD-sharp senses grant +2 bonus on sur- 
prise rolls; immune to nonmagical attacks 
andall mind-affecting and illusion, spells; +3 

or better weapons to hit; -1 penalty to attack 
and damage rolls for foes who use edged 


doorstep within the hour. Only a few bottles have been stolen, often 
imbibed by the mad or by the alchemist Wooly Cupgrass (though he 
hardly seems sane). Estavan hires adventuresome types off the 
street to be his runners, and I have pulled a good few into my cell 
for a closer look. Of course, the fools can then never leave. 

Finally, | wish to thank the titan Zadara, who has funded my - 
practical needs since I first came to Sigil (though how she learned ALiny: self-centered, morbid, 
of my project | might never know). Her wealth buys my quills, inks, ‘strategic. - b- 
parchments, and foodstuffs; pays Estavan and Kylie; and even s sPGIA EQUIPMENT=-falisman of dreaming 
swayed a few Bleakers who share my world view into allowing me (ets Xideous plant suggestions in the mind 
a fetid cell in their asylum. ota dreaming victim within-a 1 mile radius). 

I holed myself up in this most comforting bastion of angst SPEtU-LIKE Apres (1/round, at will; unless. 


after exiting Carceri post haste. While canvassing the Lower Planes > noted): beguile (as a tod of beguiling, Vday), 
for all of the information on yugoloths | could find (or buy from the cloudkil! (/day),. detect good, detect invisibil- 
baatezu and tanar'ri), | was discovered. (It took the yugoloths = ity, detect magic, dispel’ magic(2/day), ESP, 
longer than even / thought it might.) But they don't dare stage an b= - fear, fog cloud 3/day), gate (1/day; 1d6 faras~ 
attack in this, the Lady’s city, and there are few yugoloths in Sigil tu or Id4 keliwbar [always succeeds! or 12 
in the first place (to the city’s credit). | choose this relative solitude ator {30% chance of successl), invisibility, 
not from fear of the yugoloths, but because I must concentrate on my ray of enfeeblement day), stinking cloud:3/ 


work. | am not hiding, but it would be foolish to be too accessible. fe day), tongues, -anc eakness (reverse of 

As a matter of fact, I was able to find someone of use to me 
right here in the Gatehouse. | first heard him performing (again, 1 
use the term loosely) his poetry for the addle-coves waiting in line 
for admittance. It turned out that the Bleaker — a fensir troll named 
Morvun — was not just another bad poet, he was infamous. I de- 
cided he was the perfect vessel for disseminating my poetic works 
—a side employ of mine to keep my mind sharp. For, not only is 
Morvun in the public eye, but when he performs my works they 
have twice the impact because they shine above the drek that the 
audience is expecting. 

Of course, the Bleaker is too self-absorbed to read anyone else's 
work knowingly. With my talisman of dreaming, | visit him as he 
slumbers and fill his mind with poems that even a child could reca- 
pitulate. | particularly enjoy the fact that my poems of futility and 
foreboding (which I've heard bring him the few accolades he has 
ever received) will also eventually sound his death knell when I 
am through with him. In fact, dear reader, by the time you pore 
over these words, | likely have already taken Morvun back to 
Carceri with me for a lifetime (his, that is) of amusements. 

It is indeed a great deal | have accomplished thus far and will 
accomplish before my task is through. | am as anxious to turn the 
page as are you. 


and Irretrievably taganie wing of the Gate* 


© fear asto what it might say). But the gelire- 
leth plans every wordcarefully, never saying 
anything it doesn't mean to have heard. * 

Combat: If Xideous has any bottled’ 
gehreleths nearby, the shator pours them 
por f to fight at its side. Xideous prefers to 
Weaken foes with fear; weakness, and fay of 


+ and bite. 


» (pg: 16), Wooly Cupgrass (pg. 22), Estavan 

(pg. 30), Jemorille the Exile (pg. 50), kylie 

=. (pg. 56), Morvunt (pg. 68), Shemeshka the 
= Marauder (pg. 96), and Zadara (pg. 118): 


115% 


earl 
' 


‘LovAtion: tn @ small cell in the Criminally, 


ROLE~PLAYG: Selicimportantand:iore= : 
boding, Xideous pauses dramatically while~ 
speaking to build suspense (and engender © 


rc wateatidingrt before attacking with its cle 


SEE*ALso: Akin (pg, 8), Kesto Brighteyes — 


YLEM 


Lots of modrons get killed as they trek around the Great 
Road on their regular Modron March. But some get reborn. 

Ylem's a monodrone that got waylaid by red slaadi as 
its horde passed through Limbo on the last march. The randy 
berks treated the nameless monodrone as they did all other 
prey: They injected it with slaad eggs and threw it in a 
prison camp. Within three months, a baby blue slaad 
hatched inside the monodrone, but instead of chewing its 
way out (which surely would've killed the modron), the 
slaad somehow fused with the monodrone's flesh-and-metal 
innards. And the chaotic influence of the new creature made 
the once-lawful monodrone go rogue. 

The modron changed on the outside, too, adopting the 
name Ylem and the shape of a quadrone. Exactly six feet 
tall, Ylem's got a cubelike body with three-foot-square 
faces, two three-foot-long legs, and, for symmetry, 
two three-foot-long arms, It has 


small, useless wings on its back that resemble crumpled tin- 
foil, and the flat visage on its “front” cube face is vaguely 
human-shaped (but emotionless). The only sign of its odd 
rebirth is a small red star-splotch tattoo that Ylem felt com- 
pelled to etch on what passed for its forehead. (Slaadi use 
such markings to denote their status.) 

When Ylem’s captors saw what'd happened, they re- 
leased the modron, hoping it'd return to Mechanus and 
bring a bit of chaos to the clockwork plane. But, for the first 
time, Ylem's brain-box seethed with its own ideas. And 
Mechanus was the last place it wanted to go. 

Instead, it hopped a gate to Sigil, an intriguing 

place that'd always been off-limits on marches, 

Folks there mistook its tattoo as nothing more 

than a handy way to tell Ylem from other 

quadrones in the Cage. And when Ylem tried to 

take stock of the city, if mistook chance events 

for customs and rules (even as a rogue, it was dri- 
ven to find order in its surroundings). 

Thus, Ylem learned to hit others over 

the head as a lawful form of greeting (as 

practiced by those steadfast officials of 

law, the Harmonium). It also found 

that every time a bariaur trips on a 

loose cobblestone, a tiefling nearby 

will be robbed (Ylem shares this warn- 
ing with every tiefling it sees). 

Even worse, though, was Ylem's attempt 

to fit in with the rest of folks in Sigil by weav- 

ing the cant into its speech. See, the modron 

learned the words, but not their context or the 

attitude behind them. “Hello, berk,” it calls out 

cheerily to high-ups and bubbers alike. “A 

body does not jink the dead-book today, yes?” 
Eventually, Ylem poked around enough to find a 
new hom chitecturally sound,” abandoned 
stone tower in the Hive Ward, the crumbling outer face 
apparently held together only by razorvine that covered it 
like twine wrapped around a wooden spool, Ylem chased 
out the cranium rats and straightened up the inside of the 

tower for six days straight. Then it got an odd feeling. 

“Lam having a whim,” Ylem said, pleased with the 

new experience (a bolt of chaos from the slaadi influ- 
ence). “I will study magic.” The modron walked to Kesto 
Brighteyes's bookshop, the Parted Veil. There, it 
decided to follow Sigil law and greet Sir Cleve, 
Kesto’s bodak assistant. The hail was a suc- 
cess (the bodak hit it back), and before 
long the owner of the shop came running 

to meet Ylem as well. 
“Are you looking for trouble, friend?” 


asked Kesto. 
“Thank you for your dark, berk,” said Ylem. “I 
will not pike it from consideration. But first I want 
books on magic. | am fascinated — yes, garnished by 
the very idea. An addle-coved mixture of law and 


chaos is inherent to cutting spells. With the correct pro- 
cedures, I can control the barmy, the uncontrollable.” 

Kesto had much to say on this subject, but Ylem 
couldn't tumble to his harried torrents of speech. It left 
the store with a big stack of books and devoured them in 
the solitude of its structurally sound home. Before long, 
it was a real spellslinger. But Ylem felt somehow . . . 
empty when the last magic of a spell faded. It wanted to 
create something lasting (the slaad urge to reproduce 
had taken hold). 

As a rogue modron, it could no longer split into two 
new such beings, so it decided to try creating something 
from nothing — namely, spellhaunts from fizzled spells. 
No wizard in his right mind'd want to whip up a spell- 
haunt; the energy-things live only to drift from place to 
place, sucking up magic to maintain their illusion of life. 
But Ylem’s need to create knew no bounds. 

It found no rules or laws governing the creation 
of spellhaunts, so naturally, it tried to impose them. 
Ylem even tried to deliberately botch a plant growth 
spell, hoping to grow a spellhaunt servant out of the 
razorvine that clung to the side of its tower. (Ylem itself 
was a successful blend of two beings, so why not join 
razorvine and spellhaunt?) To Ylem’s eyes, nothing hap- 
pened. But the modron didn't realize that its experiment 
actually gave the patch of razorvine sentience. 

Lately, Ylem' rted advertising for explorers will- 
ing to help with its research. (The modron’s meetings 
with pitchman Harys Hatchis are hampered by the fact 
that it can’t respond quickly to surprises, while Harys 
prides himself on coming up with the unexpected.) That's 


just another law of Sigil Ylem's learned — folks pay others 


to do dangerous things for them, 

When Ylem finds a willing adventurer or party, it 
gives them a flawed spell key and sends them to a 
particular spot on a plane with instructions to cast a 
certain spell under precise conditions. The modron hopes 
the flawed key (coupled with the random mercenary ele- 
ment) will create a new spellhaunt. To collect its jink, the 
party must return to Ylem and describe the mission (and, 
hopefully, the spellhaunt) in detail. 

The titan Zadara has learned of Ylem’s experiments 
(it pays to advertise with Harys Hatchis) and funds its 
work in the name of enlightenment. The dark of it, 
though, is that Zadara hopes Ylem'll figure out how to 
create a spellhaunt out of a gate spell. Such a creature 
might have the powers of interplanar travel, and might 
even be able to pop in and out of Sigil at will. (Zadara 
knows a few bloods who'd pay her well for that kind of 
help.) 

Despite its new sponsor, Ylem's growing frustrated 
with its lack of success. It’s sure that laws do govern the 
creation of spellhaunts — there must be a reason why 
sometimes they emerge and other times they don't. If 
Ylem doesn't find some rules soon, it'll just have to im- 
pose a few itself. 


“w#sling); *AT.1; 


=v rogue modron/MS/LN) 


“AC 8 (body is part metal); MV.18; hp 18; THACO 19 (17 
mg Id4+2. (sling) or ld4 (dagger); 
SD eyesight, detection, resistance, saving throw 
bonus; SW: surprise, chaos; 82M (6 feet tall); ML 
unsteady (6); XP1,400. 5 9-9 

Sowkce: Paste oie: Setting MS; see= 
also The Planewalk Handbook (August 1996 re" 
lease) for more information on rogue modronsi 

Notes: SD-double normal. range of ‘sight Pin 6 
chance of detecting secret doors; 3 in 6 chance of 
detecting concealed doors; 30% resistance to tlu~, 
sions, mind-affecting Spells, and energy drains: ‘ 
gains «I to saves Vs. fire, cold, and acid, — 

~ SW-surprised for twice the normal length of 


- “time; Suffers ~L reaction adjustment-in encounters 
Ae beings of chaotic alignment. 


SGD 12, CH, 15,W 12, Ch 10. - 
aie PERsonALtry: impressionable, unassuming, sys" 
tematic. eee 

© SPECIAL EQUIPMENT: sling of seeking +2,-sling 


stones (20;held in small storage box bolted to its~ Jaa 


left cube face), dagger. aah es 

SPELLS GAM Ast-alarm, | color: spray, feather 
fall, phantasmal force; and=) Bg web; 3rd~ 
haste, - -. 

‘LOCATION: pees arg: Wecie: in its crumbling 
tower in the Hive Ward, or roaming the: streets:try~ 
ing to interpret the “laws” of Sigil. 

“s., Robe-pLavine: Yiem is new.to-the cant and cul« 
ture of Sigil, anditoften makes ntistakes becausett 
assumes that coincidences are rules. Vlent is quite 
approachable, but does not Tespondto pleas, = 
sults, emotional ‘outbursts, or the like, 

Commar: Yleme responds to attacks | not in anger 
but with exuberance, glad to bétaking part in'such 
a curious exchange. Ylem prefers to fight with 
magic (as it loves to create things) but will use its © 
dagger or sling as needed: 

Ske Also: Kesto Brighteyes foo" 16), Harys 
Hatchis (pg. 44), Pateh (pg. 78), Seamusxan~ 
thuszenus (pg. 92), and Zadara (pg; 118). 


— «ROGUE MODRON 1s 
anout AS BELIEVABLE 
A FRIENDLY FIEND. : 


ZADARA 


Harys Hatchis may be known 
throughout Sigil for his larger-than-life 

business proposals, but there’s another blood who can’t help 
but go about her doings in a big way — the titan Zadara, 
Unlike Harys, though, the wealthy and robust Zadara’s 
rarely seen pounding the streets of the city. She sticks to her 
formidable, razorvine-covered fieldstone case in The Lady's 
Ward, where she sets herself up as a sponsor of other folks’ 
ideas. 


adara’s guards — a pair of fallen sword archons 
named Kubriel and Gog (PI/¢ archon/HD 10/LN) — stand at 
her massive wooden front door. Kubriel greets visitors by 
asking their business, then flies up through the only opening 
in the building other than the door: a small, arched window. 
If the request catches Zadara’s fancy, the heavy door soon 
swings open, If not, Kubriel returns to send the visitor away. 
(Sometimes the archon reappears too quickly, as if flung out 
of the window.) 

‘Course, an unwelcome berk might find a different 
story if he comes back the next day. Zadara is reclusive 
(some say scared, though none know what could spook a 
titan), and she only meets with folks when she f like it. If 
she's already had a visitor or two that morning, she might 
not admit anyone else for the rest of the day — not even a 
cutter come to offe ure thing.” 

As a jink-staker, Zadara’s equally moody when it comes 
to backing a project. She goes with her feelings. Sure, she 
might be on the edge of her seat as a party makes a dramatic 
pitch for funds to undertake a dangerous mission. But she 
won't sponsor them unless her gut tells her they've got the 
skill (though a promise to cut her in for a fat share of the 
haul never hurts). Sometimes even when a sod's sure he’s 
made his case eloquently, Zadara often changes her mind on 
a whim, laughing and swallowing his signed contract whole. 

Zadara can do much worse than that, however. A story 
making the rounds in the ward says that three spice mer- 
chants who called on her were really polymorphed pit fiends 
out to avenge some slight. Zadara fetched the jewel-studded 
maul of the titans she keeps mounted on a wall in her study 
and used it to decimate the baatezu before they knew what'd 
hit them. (It's bad enough that one mighty smash from the 
maul can squash a berk flat, but in Zadara’s hands the ham- 
mer can shoot forth powerful bolts of burning lightning.) 

Occasionally, regardless of the purpose, the titan lends 
jink (at high interest rates) to those she feels have a good 
chance of paying her back — one way or another. And 
Zadara also considers herself a patron of the arts, 
appraising and often buying rare or 
exotic pieces. When she 
takes interest in an 


unknown artist's work, it's less a matter of 
aesthetics than a feeling that his stuffll 
greatly increase in value (especially if the berk’s 
about to get written into the dead-book). 
Zadara’s feelings are rarely wrong. See, like all 
titans, she’s got a unique power related to her per- 
sonality and realm of influence. And Zadara's realm is 
potential. Just by studying a cutter, she can judge whether 
he might one day achieve something of significance, and 
thus be in a position to aid her in some way. A drunken 
bariaur passed out in the gutter might eventually come into 
great wealth, and a well-placed faction high-up might soon 
fall from grace, never to be heard from again. 

Other folks in Sigil don't know of Zadara’s skill at siz~ 
ing them up. They just think she's canny at hitching her 
wagon to the right horses. But the titan laughs off rumor- 
mongering. “Jink is my birthright,” she admits, “But that’s 
because | inherited my gold! Of course, | do know how to 
make it grow... .” 

Actually, Zadara’s got a lot more jink than most folks 
suspect. Cagers see her as a flashy loner with a head for 
business, but the titan's secretly a member of the Merkhant 
sect. While she blithely — and accurately — appraises art and 
gems at her home (a sect ability), she’s got many other deals 
at work in the Cage, all aimed at building her wealth, prop- 
erty holdings, and influence. Any Merkhant worth his purse 
knows that money's the answer to everything, and that a 
body can pull in more coins with subtlety than he can with 
a club. (Of course, Zadara's definition of subtlety ain't the 
same as everyone else's.) 

Merkhants usually keep to themselves, but Zadara often 
wigwags with Duke Rowan Darkwood, factol of the Fated. 
See, Darkwood'’s got big plans to take over Sigil, and Zadara’d 
like to get her large foot in the door. She gladly helps Dark- 
wood any way she can, figuring that he'll be happy to pay her 
back with a cut of every business in the Cage once he's in 
charge. Even if the factol's bid for power crumbles, he'll still 
owe the titan for her aid, so how can she lose? 

Thus, posing as a wealthy seeker of knowledge, Zadara 
funds a number of cutters with projects that might prove 
useful to Darkwood’s plans, First and foremost, she supports 
Lissandra the Gate-seeker’s quest to lay bare the dark of the 
city’s portals, swearing the woman to secrecy all the while. 
“Why,” says the titan, “it'd be immodest for me to take credit 
for your research simply because I paid for it.” 

In a similar vein, Zadara also backs Ylem, a rogue mod- 
ron experimenting with the creation of spellhaunts from fiz- 
zled spells. Zadara figures the modron might be able to whip 
up a spellhaunt from a failed gate spell. The resulting crea- 
ture might gain the power of the Lady's portals — perhaps 
even power enough to enter or leave the Cage at will. 

The githyanki Djhek'nlarr also owes her work 

to Zadara’s coffers. The gith's committed to 
mapping out the Lady's Mazes, looking 
only to sell her maps for profit. But 

the titan hopes that, along 


the way, Djhek'nlarr might discover 
some secret about the Mazes that'll 
help Darkwood, should he ever get 
tossed in one himself. 
‘Course, Zadara hasn't put 
all her bones in the same pit. 
She also funds bloods whose 
work probably won't help 
Darkwood in any way, but brings her 
profit nonetheless. Like Xideous, the sha- 
tor gehreleth who's revising The Book of 
Keeping — plenty of spellcasters on the Prime 
Material Plane'd pay dearly for the dark of 
calling and binding yugoloths, Or Koe, a rogue 
asuras whose cabal of celestials sells upper-planar 
weapons to the baatezu and 
the tanar’ri. They fuel the 
4 Blood War so the 
fiends'll kill each 
other off; 


Zadara loves the irony and deception. 
“Everyone should have the right to make 
money for me,” she says, in her low 
voice, throwing her head back for a 

hearty laugh. 

But as Zadara gets to be known as 

a real force in Sigil with a lot of things 
going and jink flowing, it’s no surprise 
that others who think them- 
selves her betters take notice. 
The ogre mage Estavan, for 
one, is anxious to get her to 
throw her weight in with his em- 
ployer, the Planar Trade Consortium. At 
first, he sent Zadara rare gifts (skimmed off 
the top of caravan cargo) and asked that 
she visit him in his lavish o . Zadara 
knew of Estavan's reputation for never being 
seen on the streets of Sigil, so she specifically said he must 
come to her. The ogre mage then sent a bevy of flunkies, but 
Kubriel and Gog refused to admit them. 
So, Estavan, appealing to the art lover in Zadara, sent 
her an ornate, painted portrait of himself, along with a con- 
tract. She was to pretend that the portrait was really the 
ogre mage and make a deal with it. 2 sent back a note, 
praising the gift at a single copper piece. (The titan de- 
lights in toying with the merchant lord.) 
Shemeshka the Marauder’s another story. Zadara 
takes no joy in dealing with the self-styled King of the 
Cross-Trade, an arcanaloth trying to wedge her snout 
into every game in the Cage. As a Merkhant, Zadara's 
quite defensive of her financial territory, saying of 
Shemeshka: “That wolf carves up pieces of Sigil as if 
she owned the whole lamb.” 
The arcanaloth is vexed by her spies’ inability to 
pin down all of Zadara’s dealings — not to mention 
the fact that the titan is a rival female force in busi- 
ness, one whose mere physical presence dwarfs her 
own. A few berks've made the mistake of speaking 
the hated name of A’kin in front of Shemeshka, but 
none dare mention Zadara, the fiend's main up-and~ 
coming challenger. 

Zadara places herself above the petty bickering 
of those like Estavan and Shemeshka — above every- 
one, really. Fact is, before she came to Sigil, she'd set 

herself up on the prime-material world of Rublia as 

an honest-to-goodness deity. The weak mortals of 

that magic-dry world worshiped a number of powers, 

but they'd never seen one up close and personal. So 

when Zadara strode down a mountainside and marched 

right into Rublia’s largest city, the natives mistook her 

for a divine being. And the titan was happy to use 

advanced illusion, firestorm, raise dead and the like to 
encourage them. 

The people of the city praised Zadara, worshiped her, 

and showered her in food and riches. After a while, 


though, a real deity of Rublia — a greater power 
named Skeartim — took issue with losing followers 
to the so-called goddess. He chased her off-world, 
intent on putting her in the dead-book, but Zadara 
fled to Sigil, the one place in all the multiverse 
where she knew no power could follow. 

Glad for the refuge, Zadara nonetheless feels 
alone and isolated. She can't set foot out of Sigil 
ever again — at least, not until Skeartim's 
forgotten about her (which could be a long, long 
time). She can’t return to her birthplace on Ar- 
borea; her maul of the titans is now the only con- 
nection she has to her kind on Mount Olympus, 

Most of all, though, Zadara misses the godlike 
joy of toying with others as if they were puppets 
— and the material thrill of a god's treasures. She 
makes the most of her self-imposed exile by 
manipulating others in the Cage. That's partly 
why she became a Merkhant. After all, her incred- 
ible size, strength, and abilities aren't all that spe- 
cial in Sigil. She needs another way to be a major 
player, and jink is the answer, 

However, as a Merkhant — and a fugitive — 
Zadara tries to keep a low profile. She remains 
within the walls of her home, venturing out to 
attend the odd art exhibit, museum opening, and 
the like. (And the cultural and sensory pleasures 
of the Civic Festhall are too gre 
Hidden by magic or darkness sionally, 
roams the wards, making sure sh etting her 
jink's worth out of the cutters she funds. 

At almost 25 feet in height, Zadara revels in her 
gigantic existence, and though logical and calcu- 
lating, she enjoys displays of pronounced emo- 
tion and drama. She cloaks her dark brown skin 
in a gown of midnight blue velvet spattered with 
small white stars (crystalline gems that sparkle as 
she moves). Her kinky ebony hair is cropped ex- 
tremely close to her head, making her large blue 
eyes, diamond-pierced nose, and flashing white 
teeth shine all the more. Though few see them, 
Zadara wears sandals painted with gold; their 
long ties wrap around her calves, and she can just 
Jeel the jink rubbing against her skin. 

For all of her power and wealth, Zadara must 
stay out of the limelight whenever possible — a 
difficult task, given her bursting ego. She receives 
visitors, but she rarely calls on anyone herself. 
She's always on the lookout in case Skeartim ever 
finds a way into Sigil or sends a proxy or aleax 
to do his dirty work. Zadara can only hope that 
with enough jink and influence, she might one 
day free herself from fear. Until that day, she can 
never leave Sigil. 

No wonder they call it the Cage. 


3 Quick Chant 


Zadara 
(Pl/ 2 titan/HD 20/Merkhant Isect]/N) 


=AC.0; MV 36; np 132; THACO 5:2 w/maul); #AT 2’ or 1; Dmg 


7d6+14/2d6+14 (maul, Str) or 10d6 (lightning); SA Strength 
bonus, spells; SD become,ethereal, immunitie! 
tential; SW sect restriction; MR'50%; SZ G (25 feet tal; ML 
champion (16); Int suprasgeniua (20); XP. 21,000; 

“Source Monstrous Manvat (titan), PS MCII (Merkhanb. 

~ Notes: SA—25 Strength grants*? toattack.and *14-to 
damage ‘Tolls: every other round, she can forgo her two 
Weapon attacks to shoot a lightning bolt from her mail 
that causes 10d6 points of damage to a single target, in ad 
dition to innate epee: ater “casts spells: as. 2 20th= 
level priest. 
~_. SD=become ethereal twice per day: immune to Hacks 
_ from nonmagical weapons; 20 Intelligence grants immu= 


4 “nity 10.1st= and 2nd-level illusion spells; sense the potential 


“dbany b Being to bring her profit.— 
SW=As a Merkhant, Zadara won't back ventures unless” 


a they’ re sure to bring her a 100% return on her. investment. 


~Personaurry: robust, egotistical, ambitious. aif eT 

SPECIAL EQUIPMEN maul of the titans. 

Secr ABILITY €an instantly.and accurately. appraise: 
‘worth of any « gem or art object, 

SPELLS (9/9/9/877/5/2): DMs:should give Zadara’ me 
Ist= through 7th-level priest spells desired. She prefers 
flashy, impressive magic. Fayorite spells include animate 


= object, cause fear (reverse of remove fear), flame blade, giant 


insect, plant growth; raise dead, sunray, and transmute rock 
to.mud. =: 
PSpett- LiKe: aniumies 0 ‘(/round; at will): advancettatusion, 
“alter-self, animal surmmoning TI, astral spell, bless, charm 


"_ Person or mammal, commune with nature, cure light Wounds, 
= eyebite, fire storm, shold person, hold monster, hold undead, 


invisibility, levitate, light, -mirror-image, pass without trace, 


~~ produce fire, protection from evil 10=foot Fadius, 1 remove fear, 


remove curse, shield, speak with plants, summon dnseehs and 
whispering wind. : 

Location: in her homevin'The Lady's = Ward, attending : 
artistic functions around Sigil, or traveling the streets 
incognito. = 

ROLE-PLAYING: Zadara is a commandin dynamic -pres- 
ence, larger than life in every sense of the phrase. Her deep 


“voice, booming laugh, and-dramatic gestures underscore 
her obvious lust for-existence. Most things amuse her. 


“5 ComBat When she leaves-the security of her home, 


Zadara carries her maul of the titans; she'll gladly use it to 
smite a foe but saves its lightning power for dire emergen- 
_ cies. She likes to use magic t6 cow, embarrass, or humiliate 
“her opponents rather than crush them. — 

© See Atso; Djek’ oes! 24), Estavan (pg. 30), Koe (pg. 


The characters, groups, and places described in 
Uncaged: Faces of Sigil barely scratch the grime of 
the city. With all its portals, the Cage is a gathering 
place for planehoppers from all walks of life, death, and everything in be- 
AN tween. Dungeon Masters running adventures or campaigns in Sigil (or even 
those who whisk their players’ characters to the Cage for a brief visit) should 
feel free to populate their games with anyone and anything short of the gods 
P Pp = il D | x themselves — the Lady of Pain bars powers from her city. 
The next few pages present a further smattering of individuals and 
groups that might be found in Sigil (though they could show up in most other 
PLANESCAPE settings just as easily). Naturally, they're not as detailed as the 
characters on preceding pages, but they should give Dungeon Masters a few 
more ideas for keeping their adventures in Sigil fresh, 


LEYRUSS ARN 


Leyruss Arn (PI/d 

tiefling/O-level/ 

NE) used to fritter 

away time playing 

portal games with 

other street kids in the 

Hive — counting how many primes 

they could trick through a portal to the Abyss, and the like. And Leyruss was 
always slippery enough to win most of the day's contests. 

‘Course, that all changed when the Grixitt (see pg. 42) used planar wards 
to shut down a portal to Gehenna — unaware that Leyruss was straddling the 
open doorway. The young tiefling got sliced in two from head to toe. But he 
was too feisty to die. The right half of his body still kicks around the Hive (a 
ery wall seals off his innards from view), while the left half's marooned on 
Gehenna — and neither part's able to use portals anymore. 

Since the half of him in Sigil knows everything the other half knows, 
cross-traders pay Leyruss to spy on happenings in the Lower Planes. Now 


| ve KN@W the tiefling wants for nothing. Still, deep in his black heart, he knows he'd 
rather be whole again, and he'd do anything for a blood who might be able 
@U 
H ge Y@ to help him. 


APP®IN+MEN+? 


BROS sts EAD; The Hall of Information in the Clerk's Ward is a great place for a cutter to 
+04 S@D who askep learn what he needs to know about government resources and private busi- 
+He WRONG nesses in Sigil. And all he's got to do is get past the steward, a berk called Brot 
QUES+I@N _ the Mad (PI/¢ bariaur/F1/Fraternity of Order/LN). Brot's not barmy mad; he's 
just mad mad. Fact is, he seems monumentally ill-suited for his job, seeing as 
he’s the one who sits behind the black marble desk in the foyer and handles 

the knowledge-seekers that come streaming into the Hall all day long. 
Before a body gets to meet with an official and ask questions, he's got to 
make an appointment with Brot and pay the bariaur the appropriate fee, But 
Brot seems to take “hello” as a mild annoyance and anything else as a per- 
sonal attack. The Mercykiller guards that roam the Hall make sure no one 
starts any trouble, but it’s sodding frustrating (not to mention infuriating) to 
put up with Brot’s complaints and abuse long enough to get an appointment. 
Some folks’ve said that Brot’s mad because he’s deaf in one ear (the result 
of too much brawling back on Ysgard), and the fact that he often records ap- 
pointments for the wrong time or with the wrong official lends weight to that 

idea. Pointing out such mistakes only makes Brot madder. 


BRO+ +HE MAD 
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~~ 


FHAS’KIR 


Lately, The Face of Gith, a quiet githzerai pub in the 
Lower Ward, has been beset by rrakkma bands of 
young, eager gith warriors bent on hunting illithids 
across the planes. One group, led by a multiply pierced 
cutter named Fhas’kir (PI/? githzerai/F5/Free League/CN), 
thinks it’s tumbled to the dark of writing Ilsensine — the hated god-brain of the 
illithids — into the dead-book at last. Fhas’kir bought a black market copy of notes 
from Bilfar the Diviner, a murdered mage who theorized that cranium rats, the plague of 
the planes, are actually the spying eyes of Ilsensine itself. 

Fhas'kir and her eight berks plan to haunt the Cage, catching and killing every cranium 
rat they see, But the superintelligent pack of rats known as the Us (see pg. 106) takes issue with 
Fhas‘kir's plan, and they've charged their servant Parakk (see pg. 76) with doing whatever's necessary 
to redirect her group or put her down. 


M'BORR 


Fang, fur, and rage — that about captures the spirit of M'borr (PI/d lion-man/HD 5/N), a basher from 
the Beastlands who's come to Sigil to take out his fury on all those who'd subject be: to cruelty or 
exploitation. M'borr’s part of a growing movement in Krigala (loosely associated with the Verdant 
Guild, though it’s denied by all involved) to strike out against nature's enemies across the planes in the 
name of animal rights. And M'borr — an upright, humanoid lion — stalks | by night, looking for 
berks clothed in furs or shopkeeps who sell skins, trophy heads, and materials made from beast parts. 
He's hit the underground shop Parts € Pieces more than once, threatening Seamusxanthuszenus 
(pg. 92) with a slow rending if the mephit doesn't quit profiting from the death of living beings. (Fact is, 
M’borr killed the first proprietor of the shop, a rutterkin named Nurx who sold animals as meat.) M’borr 
won't assault a body on the street, but he'll make it his business to launch a campaign of harassment 
against any sod he doesn’t like — and he can always find plenty of reasons, if given half the chance, 


P. CAD PEADLE 


Gamblers who bet on the spins at Fortune's Wheel don’t know that the game's rigged. Oh, the wheel's 
operator seems sedate enough; he even tells folks he’s a Guvner. But P, Cad Peadle (Pr/¢ human/M8/ 
Mathematician [sect]/LN) is really a member of the Mathematicians, a sect of number-crunchers out on 
Mechanus. And he knows the laws of probability so well that he can make the spinning wheel stop on 
any square he wants, just by how he sets it turning. 

Every now and again he fixes a spin so that Verden (see pg. 108), who runs the fancy inn above the 
tavern, walks off with a magical prize, See, the pub's owners pay Peadle well to work the wheel (and to 
stop lucky berks and cheaters from winning too much jink). But he’s come to Sigil to find loopholes in the 
city’s physical laws, hoping to hit on a formula that'll give him control of its portals. His mission means 
he's got to earn a little extra on the side, so he’s glad to fix the wheel for a friend — for the right price. 


SIStER CADE 


Ifa body in | loses an item — a dagger, a shoe, a sack of silver pieces — he just might find it gath- 
ering dust in the Hive Ward church run by Sister Cade (PI/2 human/C1/Xaositect/CG). Perhaps it's be- 
cause of her faction allegiance, but she always seems to end up with stuff that other folks lose. She 
claims not to know how it happens, saying only that every time she checks the “Lost and Found" of her 
temple, she finds three or four things that weren't there that morning. 

But plenty of peery folks in the Cage scoff at her sweet smiles, convinced that the priestess must 
steal the objects or hire peelers to do the dirty deeds for her. They say she does it to lure the gullible to 
her temple, where she can try to convert the sods over to her brand of worship. But Sister Cade can't seem 
to stick with any particular power for more than a fortnight. At last count, she’s worshiped 39 different 
deities. She gets bored easily and switches gods to try to keep her faith fresh (that's why she’s a perpetual 
acolyte). What else can a berk expect from a dyed-in-the-soup Xaositect? 


+ 123% 


S+ONE AND COG 


Question: What do a githyanki deserter, a centaur ant, and 
a bubber from the Outlands have in common? Answer: 
Stone and Cog, an outfit that designs, constructs, and reno- 
vates all manner of buildings in the Cage. It all started 
when a powerful githyanki warrior named Tcha (PI/? gith- 
yanki/F11/Athar/LE) decided to throw over her calling and 
become one of the mlar — a literal architect of magic, a 
blood who thinks up and puts up cases, kips, and other 
structures. Tcha came to Sigil and fell in with Phyton (PI/d 
formian [myrmarch]/HD 6+6/LN), a horse-sized centaur ant 
whose claws helped create some of the finest bug burgs on 
Arcadia. Before long, the two of them found Sken Leafwood 
(PI/d half-elf/B4/Society of Sensation/LG), the ale-loving 
craftsman behind the Dipping Dragon Inn (in the gate-town 
of Sylvania) and many other cog-built pubs that swivel and 
pivot. 

Together, the three formed Stone and Cog, and thanks 
to canny promotions from Harys Hatchis (pg. 44), they're al~ 
ways at work. Most every inch of space has already been 
used in Sigil, but S€C raze abandoned kips and build solid 
new towers on the lots, And when windbags at the Hall of 
Speakers get on an “urban renewal” kick, S&C head into the 
Hive (especially the Slags). Fact is, the trio's been in the Hive 
a lot lately, building small but sturdy cases for adventurers 
tired of paying tourist prices at the city’s inns. 


THELINAGRA 


Thelinagra (Pe/? githzerai/HD 1/Anarch's Guild/CN) is 
never the same cutter twice. She teaches the art of chaos 
shaping at her studio in the Lower Ward, where she forms 
statues out of chaos-matter and even makes custom weap- 
ons out of karach, a transmuting metal, But a canny stu- 
dent’ll notice that her look changes slightly from lesson to 
lesson — her head gets more oval than square, her nose 
grows from bulbous to pointed, and so on. 

That's because she's really a petitioner of Limbo, the 
spirit of a Master Anarch who got sucked through a gate to 
Sigil. She shaped a body for herself out of blobs of chaos- 
stuff, but even her disciplined force of will can't maintain its 
form perfectly 24 hours a day. She's set on sticking around 
the Cage, though, and sharing the dark of chaos shaping 
with any who care to learn, Bashers who take up the art’ll 
find they can bring some chaos-stuff along on adventures 
and mentally shape the lump into whatever item's needed, 
from a hammer to a rope to a spear. 


WIP WILDFANG 


Wip Wildfang (Pr/d halfling/F4/Harmonium/LG) has a lot 
to prove. A few years ago, he and his adventuring party left 
the Prime behind for good, intent on making a name for 
themselves on the planes. But Wip felt his short size — he 
barely reaches three feet — held him back. He tried to tip the 


scales by falling in with the only cutters who offered him 
power, authority, and respect: the Harmonium, 

The faction trained him and set him loose on the streets 
of Sigil. Now, Wip struts through the wards like he's ten feet 
tall, looking for berks who break the law so he can chew 
them out or march them down to the City Court. Ironically, 
Wip puts up with even Jess than most Hardheads — a single 
misstep or word of back talk evokes a spattering of curses 
and threats from the emboldened halfling. And he leaps into 
battle without hesitation, confident that the might of his 
faction will see him through. 

That, or the half-dozen other Hardheads who're sure to 
arrive on the scene. 


QUICK IDEAS 


* Chinzpeter (Pl/¢ tiefling/C4/Free League/NG) is the 
proprietor of Chinzpeter's, a shop in the Market Ward 
that buys and sells durable second-hand clothing, head- 
gear, and footwear. The terminally somber students of 
the Lazz School of Vivid Unpleasantness, including mu- 
sicians Morvun and Phineas (pg. 68), haunt the dusty 
shop day and night. 


* Kunk (PI/dé kyton/HD 8/LE), a violent, chain-wrapped 
kyton, work: an executioner in Petitioner's Square. 
Long, cold chains shoot out from his body to string 
berks up by the neck. Mercykillers love him, 


*  O'pok the Fawning (PI/d githzerai/F2/CN) owns a his- 
tory and propaganda museum in the Clerk's Ward dedi- 
cated to Sigil’s factols, present and former. O'pok re- 
ceives funds from every faction but the Free League and 
the Anarchists (who condemn his displays). 


*  Setus (PI/¢ tiefling/B1/CN) is a young boy hired to ring 
bells on street corners and announce news, merchant 
discounts, and executions. He'll often lead interested 
folks right to the source of the chant, and he’s always 
on call for Harys Hatchis (pg. 44). 


* Elia Remi (Pr/2 elf/0-level/Doomguard/CG), a Hive 
artist, creates public sculptures (banned by the Harmo- 
nium) out of found objects — bones, rusty iron, scraps 
of clothing, dead rats, and so on. ‘Course, often she 
“finds” her materials before they've been lost. 


* Tussa (PI/2 bariaur/M4/Transcendent Order/NG) tends 
a greenhouse (secluded in a rich lord's yard in The 
Lady's Ward) where she grows herbs, flowers, and 
plants for teas, medicines, gate keys, and so on. It's one 
of the only fresh patches of green, growing stuff in all 
of smoggy Sigil. 


+1244 


THE zine THAT BIND 


NPCs WHO RUN ESTABLISHMENTS 
A’kin — The Friendly Fiend (m: 
Kesto Brighteyes’ & The Parte 
Fell — the tal > 

Jarmid — Thg’ 
Alluvius Ruf 


NPC 


The Grixitt — sel 
Harys Hatchis — 


THE BLOOD Wak PLot 

will kill each other off. Koe works with Es- 
partially funded by Zapara, who wants 
to fuel the war so she can profit d ' eration when she stole a message from 
Koe to Tripicus, so now they use Buck MariAN to} deliver thei i el song code, RuLE-OF-THREE wants to end 
the war so all fiends can band together against the rest of the planes he works behind the scenes to put an end to the 
fighting. JemoriLte THE EXiLe wants to maintain balance in the war; he helps or hinders Koe’s arms deals when he feels it 


necessary. 
Black Marian — Bala 
Pte Kylie — __ Koe —- (helpers) 
(former messenger) Jemorille 
Rule-of-Three 
(opponent) Zadara (supporter) 


THe Dea Govs Pt 
THe WILL OF THE ONE (a splinter group of the Sign of One faction) wants to resurrect Aoskar, the dead god of portals, by 
channeling his essence into Omort, a linqua. Feit, proxy of Aoskar, is a symbol for their movement, Prisine, leader of the * 
Will of the One, hires AbAMoK Exon to make the predictions of the barmy bariaur TerwoLre come true, Kesto BRIGHTEYES 
summoned the gautiere SAuRE to Sigil to promote the Athar cause, but Factol Terrance wants to use Saure to stop the 
Signers from reviving Aoskar. Meanwhile, Farrow (in the personality of Sylvester Goldwax) spies on the Will of the One 
for SHEMESHKA THE MARAUDER. 


Omott 
Kesto Brighteyes ——® Saure ————> Will of Cae 
the One 
(Prisine and Fell 
Terwolfe) 
| Saaamaemia 


Shemeshka the Marauder «———— Farrow — 


+1254 


THE TIES +HA+ BIND 


Tat Dusrmen Cowrract Prot 
VEeRDEN signed “the Contract” promising her future corpse to the Dead, then cheated death by becoming a Prolonger. Now 
the Dustmen want their due, so Qaipa is trying to drag Verden into court before JupGe GaspersLuG (where “Sty” Nye might 
defend her). Qaida also has Saure closing in on Verden. 


Verden ——*® Qaida ———> Judge Gabberslug 
Siire Sly” Nye 
The MInp TRAPPERS PLod 
TarHOLY sells gems from the Dwarven Mountain to Qaipa, who gives them to Ly’krircH. The shadow fiend then traps sods 
in the gems and trades them for gems from other shadow fiends on the Gray Waste. It sells the new gems to ALLUvius 
Ruskin, who's looking for the trapped spirit of a powerful mage. 


Tarholt > Qaida > Ly'kritch —— Alluvius Ruskin 


SHEMESHKA'S Wet 

SHEMESHKA THE MARAUDER spies on the factions (including the Signer splinter group the Witt or THE ONE) through many 
means but particularly Farrow, whose multiple personalities make him the perfect instrument. She occasionally uses 
ADAMOK Epon as a hired killer, She manipulates AurocHON THE BELLRINGER through a devious plot of her own devising, and 
aside from being bound to her service he watches over the tiefling Kyuie at Shemeshka's bidding. She'd also love to get her 
paws on Qalba’s mimir, and sends thieves after the aasimar for that purpose. Her main business rivals are EstavAN and 
ZADARA, though she also holds a great enmity toward A’kin (for reasons unknown) and toward Xipeous, since that 
gehreleth seeks to discover her secrets. Unknown to Shemeshka, her most seeming-loyal groomer guard, Colcook, is really 
JEMORILLE THE Exie — who passes on information to Xideous and to RULE-oF-THREE. 


Qaida <—— thieves ~__ Sh ii —P Adamok Ebon 
emeshka 


Autochon the = Farrow 
the Marauder y 
Bellringer sition 

‘ Jemorille the One 
Kylie the Exile 
A'kin Estavan Zadara 


Rule-of-Three 
Xideous 
BiGwids WEEN JINR 


ZADARA 
funds: DJHEK'NLARR, Kok, LissANDRA, XIDEOUS, 


ESTAVAN 


transports goods for: A’kin, Kesto BRIGHTEYES, 


YLEM Kor, ALLUVIUS RUSKIN, WILL OF THE ONE, 
opposes: ESTAVAN, SHEMESHKA THE MARAUDER Bigwigs XIDEOUS 
with Jink opposes: SHEMESHKA THE MARAUDER, TARHOLT, 
ZADARA 


SHemesuka the Mar 
employs: AurocHon, ADAMOK EBoN, FARROW, JEMORILLE THE EXILE, thieves to 
steal QAIDA’s mimir 
protects: KYLIE 
opposes: A’kIN, EStAVAN, XIDEOUS, ZADARA 
is spied on by: RuLe-oFr-THREE and Xipeous (thanks to Jemorille) 


* 126% 


Akin..,..4 8, 9, 31, 45, 88, 89, 98, 99, 109, 
114, 115, 117, 120, 125, 126 

. 104 

.7, 23, 25, 37, 75, 
89, 112, 113, 125 
97, 110 
, eco 122 
astral streaker . . sere 052, 57, 114 
‘Autochon the Bellringer .....10, 11, 14, 15, 
48, 58, 59, 97, 98, 99, 125, 126 

80, 108, 109, 125 
10, 11 


Allesha's Pantry 
Aoskar .. 


Azure Iris 
Bells of Baphomet . 


Bialla 4 
Bilfar.. . 76, 123 
Black Marian . , 12, 14, 15, 20 
21, 45, 52, 55, 71, 103, a 

Bleaknik 7, 14, 41, 45, 
Blood War , 7,9, 14, 16, 21, er 
45, 51, 52, 54, 74, 84, 98, 120, 125 
Bonebloom . . snioawadtD 
Book of Inverted Darkness 16, 17, 90 
Book of Keeping <.17, 57, 71, 96, 
114, 120 
Bottle & Jug ... . 44,71, 76 


Brighteyes, Kesto . see esTy 16, 17, 18, 
19, 31, 45, 59, 72, 73, 91, 113, 
114, 115, 116, 117, 125, 126 


Brot the Mad . 122 


Burberry (see also Farrow) 34 
Cade, Sister 123 
Catacombs . 62, 63, BO, 83 
Caverns of Thought 29, 106 
Center-of-All, 85, 105 
chaos shaping . 124 
Chinzpeter . . 1, 124 
Chirper's 23, 38, 44 
chronosphere of Lagos - 109 


Cirily 14, 15, 20, 21, 45, 52 
54, 55, 83, 103, 125 
24, 35 
-12, 14, 34, 38, 44, 

60, 72, 73, 100, 124 
Civic Festhall ., 2.2.4... , 34, 35, 45, 62, 

63, 65, 83, 103, 121 
25, 30, 31, 35, 
45, 57, 65, 71, 98, 102, 122, 124 
= 16, 17, 18, 19, 90, 116 


City Barracks 
City Court . 


Clerk's Ward 


Cleve, Sir te 
Coleook (see also 
Jemorille the Exile) . .. 


-28, 33, 51, 85, 97, 
99, 115, 126 


Collector ... .80, 91, 109 
Contract (Dustmen) + 41, 80, 91, 
109, 126 

Courier . . 10, 11, 14, 52, 57, 58, 
76, 97, 98, 112, 125 

Court of Woe ......- 38, 40, 41, 68, 72, 109 
cranium rat... 62-24. 6, 76, 77, 92, 106, 


107, 116, 123, 125 
<7, 22, 23, 44, 45 
73, 74, 75, 109, 115, 125 
, 25, 36, 37, 45, 51, 

64, 65, 66, 75, 78, 91, 107, 112, 113 
Dabus-Common Phrasebook .. , . .36, 65, 66 
Damrod, Trez (see also Farrow) 34, 55 


Cupgrass, Wooly . . 


INDEX 


Dannoch, Wrinkled . 
Darius, Factol . A 
Dark Eight ......-2e0es0ee 

Darkwood, Factol Duke Rowan . 
Demon of the Bells 


40, 41 
110, 112 
.9, 105 
-118, 120 
10, 11, 97 


Dib = 57, 59 
Djhek'faa axhisepaaeesan 24 
Djhek'nlarr . 24, 2, 43, 118, 120, 


121, 125, 126 


Dibethcliths ss rerewscsrcowsewes 24 
Dowling, Aza 

(see also Farrow) 32, 34, 35 
Dox (see also Farrow) sain 
Dusty Wig . 14, 72, 73 
earth grue .93, 94 


» 16, 38, 44, 98 
-12, 28, 29, 93, 
94,99, 111, 113, 125, 126 


Baly, Jeena 
Ebon, Adamok . . 


Enki 2 
Ensin > ® ord 
Estavan 19, 30, 31, 48, 52, 53, 

55, 87, 89, 98, 99, 101, 1 12, 

113, 115, 120, 121, 125, 126 
ethyk . . -29, 57,59 
Expansionists 42, 89 
Eyes of Elysium Sere 
Eyes of the ais ies 
Face of Gith . 106, 123 
Factol’s Manifesto 2. ..0.02020000005 7 


Farrow 32, 33, 34, 35, 51, 

97, 99, 113, 125, 126 
Fat Candle: seasersiags aectance 28, 29 
Featherback (see also F: row) SS sd 
FEMA EST TG 6 sn: nei niin aciv nna 29 


-36, 37, 64, 65, 67, 
75, 91, 112, 113, 125 
77, 107, 123 

«10, 28, 44, 50, 51, 80, 
96, 97, 99, 108, 109, 123 
Friendly Fiend ..... .8, 9, 88, 99, 

109, 125 

Gabberslug, Judge 6, 38, 40, 41, 45, 
68, 71, 72, 73, 83, 109, 126 
ane, 7, 12, 23, 25, 36, 37, 40, 
58, 60, 61, 63, 86, 87, 88, 

89, 93, 94, 108, 124, 125 


PLS siiiascnicewy: 


Fhas'kir . . . 
Fortune's Wheel. 


Gatehouse 57, 68, 71, 115 
General of Gehenna . 9 
Glantri .. 32 
Gog . i 118, 120 
Golden Bariaur Inn... M4 
Goldwax, Sylvester 

(see also Farrow) . 34, 112, 125 
Graz‘. «75, 84, 85 


11, 25, 36, 45, 55, 
59, 87, 93, 94, 104 


Great Bazaar 


Great Foundry + 104 
Great Gymnasium . . = 31, 46, 48, 59 
Greengage 44 


25, 42, 43, 61, 88, 89, 


Grixitt, the . 


122, 125 
Guildhall Ward ........-...5-6444 28, 29 
Hall of Information . AS, 57, 122 
Hall of Records -30, 33, 45 


Hall of Speakers ..... 20, 21, 34, 45, 55, 65, 
104, 110, 112, 113, 124 


Hal'oight, Spiral .. 
Harmonium patrol 
Hashkar, Facto! es 
Hatchis, Harys .... .8, 9, 15, 16, 19, 20, 21, 
22, 23, 41, 44, 45, 46, 48, 56, 57, 59, 

68, 71, 94, 98, 101, 117, 118, 124, 125 

helm of the dabus . 
Hiland Pastries . 
Hillpop’s golden quill . : 
Hive Ward .....-. 14, 32, 37, 52, 57, 68, 
71, 76, 77, 78, 79, 84, 94, 104, 105, 

106, 107, 115, 116, 117, 122, 123, 124 
hra'cknir . cai tAWane eae 
10, 11, 31, 45, 46, 


larmid 

47, 48, 49, 55, 59, 125 
lisensine 29, 76, 106, 123 
Imel’s Happy Tongue... aa 
Incanterium .B6, 89 


35, 50, 51, 54, 
55, 85,99, 115, 125, 126 

Jeremo the Natterer... 0.666506 .64, 104 
Kirrik the Ear (see also Farrow) , .. . 34 
Koe ......14, 15, 21, 31, 48, 51, 52, 54, 55, 
58, 59, 84, 85, 103, 120, 121, 125, 126 


Jemorille the Exile 


kriegstanz + 50 
Kubriel -118, 120 
Kunk .. 1A es DORs eneneenaesienae 124 
Ryle ssieg sways 2 i, 19, 2 44, 45, 48, 52 


55, 56, 57, 58, 59, 88, 89, 98, 99, 

103, 112, 113, 114, 115, 125, 126 

Lady of Pain (or “the Lady") a F 
20, 24, 25, 36, 37, 42, 50, 51, 63, 

65, 66, 75, 78, 79, 86, 89, 91, 96, 

98, 99, 107, 112, 115, 118, 122, 125 

Lady's Ward 10, 11, 12, 14, 15, 30, 
35, 52, 72, 73, 79, 98, 99, 100, 101, 

103, 108, 109, 118, 121, 124 


Vivid Unpleasantness 
Leafwood, Sken 
Light boy 
Lissandra the Gate-seeker ... 

60, 61, 87, 89, 118, 1a, 125, 126 


Lower Ward .. 8,9, 16, 19, 29, 34, 
37, 38, 41, 43, BO, 83, B4, 85, 

90, 91, 106, 110, 123, 124 

Ly’kritch . 62, 63, 82, 83, 86, 


89, 101, 126 
fone 94, 123 
mace of pain Ry 
Mahl, Mellon (see also Farrow) a4 
Market Ward 22, 23, 30, 36, 37, 
44, 45, 48, 65, 68, 87, 89, 94, 124 

maul of the titans .. 118, 121 
Mazes, the 24, 25, 26, 27, 42, 
89, 98, 118, 120, 125 


M'borr 


Merkhant = +118, 120, 121 
Milori «36, 37, 64, 65, 125 
Modron March . WN6 
Mortuary ............5 38, 40, 62, 63, 77, 

80, 83, 91 


MORIN: vacances nens 27, 14, 15, 41, 45, 
48, 68, 70, 71, 101, 114, 115, 124 

Mystara 32 
Norns 12 
Noshteroth of the Umber Sea 10 
Noxana the Unwilling. ansinnermecce bi 
Nurx p 92, 93, 123 
NYE SIP” scowsaininsei nae 6, 19, 23, 41, 72, 
73, 83, 125, 126 

O'pok the Fawning ..... . +124 
O'Seth, Kale (see also Farrow)... . . 34 
Omott ......... airs A ATT TO OU 
112, 113, 125 

Other Place, The ..... 10, 31, 46, 47, 


48, 49, 55, 59, 125 

ace of the Jester... 11, 12, 64, 104 
akk the Rateatcher ..... .6, 76,77, 
106, 107, 123, 125 
«-7, 9, 16, 17, 19, 44, 
72, 102, 116, 125 
.29, 45, 61, 68, 92, 
93, 94, 95, 123, 125 
praidraliais'd - -78, 79, 84, 85, 117 


Pa 


Parted Veil . 


Parts & Pieces 


Patch .. 


Pavo .. nesned 
Peadle, P. Cad .....eseeseee es +0109, 123 
Pentar, Factol peeeeenes wun OT 
Petitioner's Square .......¢.-2000005 124 
Pets & Meat * +5192, 93, 94 
Phineas ...... 7, 14, 15, 41, 45, 68, 

70, 71, 101, 124 
Phyton SWikieispeaie " 124 
Pidey, Ozer (see also Farrow) .......- 34 


le Consortium .. . 29, 30, 
54, 87, 98,99, 101, 115, 120 
planar wards . . - M2, 43, 122 
PSMA nial arnanninanicenneninenaeaghO 
Plum, Josbert 
(see also Farrow) . . + +32, 33, 34, 35 
Pnorr aia ate F 24 
Porpen, Lord ....-.2.0esee0ee++ 40, 41 
Portal .... 6, 7,9, 12, 20, 25, 28, 30, 
37, 38, 40, 41, 42, 43, 52, 58, 60, 61, 62, 
75,77, 80, 87, 88, B9, 92, 93, 94, 98, 
104, 112, 118, 122, 123, 125 
102, 103 
» 21, 50, 
51, 53, 56, 85, 97, 
102, 103, 120, 124 
Bashi? sconracnstnraies 34,75, 110, 111, 112, 
113, 125 


Planar Tra 


INDEX 


17 OS MERE EE RENTER Sey | 
Prolonger ‘ 108, 109, 126 
Qaida 20, 21, 41, 62, 63, 72, 
73, 80, 82, 83, 89, 91, 99, 

100, 101, 102, 103, 109, 126 

Ramander the Wise fnaiants 50S, 98 
- 36, 42, 78, 79, 82, 


Razorvine 
84, 96, 97, 99, 116, 117, 118 
recorder stones . 4, 62, 83 
Remi, Elis “ « «124 
Rhys, Factol Pr or 46 
Ring-givers 64, 104 
rrakkma band 76, 106, 123 
120 
Farrow) 34 
Rule-of-Three -51, 54, 55, 79, 
84, 85, 99, 105, 125, 126 
Runnisimon . +74 
Ruskin, Alluvius ("Lu") 7,9, 31, 


43, 58, 59, 61, 63, 83, 

86, 87, 88, 89, 125, 126 

Sarin, Factol . 24, 25 
SHITE naiarising 17, 19, 37, 75, 80, 83, 
90, 91, 109, 113, 125, 126 
nusxanthuszenus 29, 45, 55, 
92, 93, 94, 95, 117, 123, 125 


Sensorium 4, 22, 34, 35, 62, 63, 83 
Setross the Short . arnt eer | 
Setus . ‘ 45, 124 
Shattered Temple 16, 17, 37, 90, 

91, 112 
Shekelor 63, 87 


Shemeshka the Marauder + 6, 9, 10, 
11, 14, 28, 29, 31, 32, 33, 35, 42, 51, 

58, 59, 80, 82, 83, 85, 96, 97, 98, 

99, 104, 114, 115, 120, 121, 125, 126 
Singing Fountain «+12, 14, 15 
Skall, Factol 38, 40, 80 
Skiba (see also Farrow) . +2034 
Slags ..........+.. +52, 77, 106, 107, 124 
Speckled Rat 43, 44, 80, 82, 83 


spell key wa 16, 93, 117 
spellhaunt 77, 78, 108, 117, 118 
Stone and Cog 45, 124 
Styx Oarsman ....4..000e00e 84, 85 


* 74, 112 
talisman of dreaming sce 


Sung Chiang . 


+128 + 


Tarholt . 2.400000 e005 31, 63, 70, 71, 80, 
82, 83, 100, 101, 126 

Teha avapisanivitnancontas saromnssl 
Temple of the Abyss 10, 11, 14, 
74,77, 97 

Temple of the Captive God ............90 
Terrance 17, 90, 125 
Terwolfe 2110, 111, 112, 113, 125 
Thelinagra ... ee 
Timlin, Vartus .......6.0200 woe 42 
TION sips cwepinsieene cone 52 


.7, 61, 86, 87, 

88, 89, 125 
Doth, Varta cc sinansasnndeaninyelsnns dM 
» +7, 23, 52, 56, 57, 58, 98, 125 


Tivvum’s Antiquities 


Tout . 
Traban 30, 100, 101 
Traban’s Forge +100, 101 
Trianym nace eet es 
Tripicus . 14, 15, 21, 52, 53, 
54, 55, 58, 59, 83, 102, 103, 125 
Tussa on 124 
‘Twelve Factols 12 
Twelvetrees se eennene rer + 52 
Unity-of-Rings +7, 85, 104, 105 
Us, the 6, 76, 77, 106, 107, 123 
Verden .6, 9, 23, 41, 80, 83, 


91, 108, 109, 123, 125, 126 
84, 85 
apa kecoe 
. 68, 70, 71 


viper tree 


Wel . 12 
Wellrock (see also Farrow) . 34 
White Casket . . 80, 83 
Wildfang, Wip 2124 


19, 29, 31, 34, 
35, 37, 59, 75, 91, 110, 
T11, 112, 113, 125, 126 
writ of transfer . 38 
PRM eaissinnaeaicca 91 
»9, 17, 19, 23, 31, 51, 


Will of the One . . 


Xideous 
57, 59, 71, 96, 99, 114, 115, 

118, 121, 126 

VIG ce riecvear sara 19, 45, 78, 79, 92, 93, 
94, 116, 117, 118, 121, 126 

Yilgarra mE 92 
72, Saar hE 
Zadara 21, 24, 25, 30, 31, 54 


55, 61, 98, 99, 115, 117, 
118, 120, 121, 125, 126 
Zakk, Mhasha 
Zakk's Corpse Curing. 


| For the DM’s convenience, presented here is a list of places (by ward) where the main characters, residences, and shops noted in Uncaged: Faces 


of Sigil are found. 


Tue Lapy’s Warp 

Azure Iris, above Fortune's Wheel (Verden works here) 

City Court (“Sly” Nye argues cases) 

Dusty Wig (Black Marian’s current kip of choice; 
here) 

Fortune's Wheel (Jemorille the Exile [as Colcook] attends 
Shemeshka; P. Cad Peadle rigs the Wheel; Shemeshka the 
Marauder dines and schemes) 

The Palace of the Jester (Autochon works from here) 

Petitioner's Square (Kunk works here} 

The Singing Fountain (Black Marian sings here) 

Traban's Forge (Tarholt [occasionally}) 

Tripicus’s study 

Tussa's greenhouse 

Zadara's home 


"Sly" Nye relaxes 


THe CLerk’s WARD 

Civic Festhall (Ly’kritch grabs victims; Tripicus lectures) 

Hall of Information (Brot the Mad takes appointments) 

Hall of Speakers (Cirily speaks here; the Will of the One [Prisine and 
Terwolfe} live here) 

Milori’s translation shop 

O'pok's museum 

Planar Trade Consortium office (Estavan; Koe visits) 

The Trianym (Cirily speaks here) 

Various pubs (Djhek’nlarr sells maps) 


THe Marker AND GUILDHALL. Warps 

Chinzpeter's clothing shop (Morvun and Phineas shop here) 
Fat Candle (Adamok Ebon drinks here) 

Feathernest Inn (Adamok Ebon rests here) 

Fell’s tattoo shop 

Great Bazaar (Koe meets contacts and makes alliances) 
Harys Hatchis’s shop 

The Other Place (larmid's spa; Autochon, Koe, and others visit) 
Portal to Seamus’s shop, Parts and Pieces 

Tivvum’s Antiquities (Alluvius Ruskin’s shop) 

Wooly Cupgrass's laboratory 


Tue Lower Warp 

Face of Gith (Fhas’kir and her bashers drink here) 

The Friendly Fiend (Akin's magical trinket shop) 

‘The Parted Veil (Kesto Brighteyes's bookshop) 

Portal to Judge Gabberslug’s Court of Woe (“Sly” Nye sometimes 
argues cases here) 

Shattered Temple (Saure’s quarters) 

The Speckled Rat (the Grixxit sells maps; Qaida offers Contracts) 

Styx Oarsman (Rule-of-Three — sometimes, always, never!) 

Thelinagra’s studio 

White Casket (Qaida offers Contracts) 


Tue Hive Warp 

Allesha’s Pantry (Unity-of-Rings works here) 

Elia Remi's kip 

Fell blocks up ooze portals 

Gatehouse asylum (Morvun and Phineas perform here; Xideous 
writes from a cell) 


LOCAFI@NS BY WARD 


The Mortuary (Ly’kritch’s lair; Qaida’s quarters) 

Parakk's kip 

Sister Cade's church 

The Slags (the Us hides in tunnels) 

Stone & Cog company (Tha, Phyton, and Sken Leafwood build 
housing in the Hive, particularly the Slags) 

Weary Head Pub (Morvun and Phineas perform here) 

Ylem’s tower (Patch clings here) 


Found ANYWHERE IN SIGIL 
Leyruss Arn (half of him, anyway) wanders the streets. 


s throughout the Cage. 

Farrow’s various personalities can usually be found at the head- 
quarters of their respective factions. 

The Grixxit destroys portals all over Sigil. 

Harys Hatchis frequents taverns and restaurants. 

Jemorille the Exile wanders the city in many guises, 

Kylie searches out customers everywhere in the Cage. 

Lissandra searches out portals anywhere in I. 

Ly’kritch prowls Sigil in the bodies of possessed sods. 

M'borr hunts those who profit from the deaths of animals, 

Omott the linqua visits the temples of Sigil. 

Parakk “hunts” cranium rats anywhere. 

Qaida interviews berks all over the city. 

Saure causes scenes at temples and collects corpses. 

Setus calls the chant from the street corners. 

Unity-of-Rings roams Sigil, freely dispensing advice. 

Wip Wildfang patrols with the Harmonium, 

Ylem searches for understanding throughout the Cage. 


Oursie THE CAGE 

Estavan often visits the trade-town of Yeoman on Bytopia. 
Tarholt trades on the Outlands. 

Tripicus conducts research on the Prime. 


@+HER SOURCES 


As noted in the introduction, several of the characters pregented i in 
Uncaged: Faces of Sigil have appeared in other PLANESCAPE products, 


DraGon magazine #213: A’kin, Estavan, Kylie, and Lissandra the 
Gate-seeker. 

Factol’s Manifesto: Contains the dark of faction intrigues and 
behind-the-scenes plotting, such as Duke Rowan Darkwood's 
plans to overthrow the Lady of Pain and the Signers' scheme to 
resurrect Aoskar. 

Harbinger House: A’kin and Kesto Brighteyes. 

In the Cage: Autochon the Bellringer, Black Marian, Harys Hatchis, 
Rule-of-Three, Shemeshka the Marauder, and Tarholt. Also 
describes many of the places mentioned in this book and 
includes important NPCs such as Jeena Ealy, Jeremo the 
Natterer, and Ramander the Wise. 

Something Wild: Estavan and Seamusxanthuszenus, 


j 


by R.V. Vallese 
WHO’S WHO... AND WHO'S WHA 


Everyone slides through Sigil sooner or later. But plenty of cutters call the Cage 
home, and it’s their shops, trades, and peels that keep the jink flowing — and the 
bone-boxes flapping. A body's got to know who sells bogus goods, and who'll scrag 
him (or worse) just for the fun of it. ‘Course, the trick is telling friend from foe. In 


Sigil, a fiery fiend ain't always a serpent, and a shining celestial ain't alii a lamb. 


This 128-page book provides Dungeon Masters with details onover 40 intriguing chafacters 
and groups found in Sigil, ready for immediate use in any PLANESCAPE™ Campaign. Each er 
features history, motiyation,.and secrets, along with complete game statistics and bfa 
full-color art. What's more, the stéries are woven together throughout, crea 
of télationships that brings Sigil alive. Among the unforgettable ch 

+ Fell, the dabus who turned his back on the Lady of Painy 

+ Farrow, a shadow elf spy with 15 personalities — one fore 

+ Alluvius Ruskin, an old tiefling who sells keys for every portal 

+ Djheknlarr, a githyanki who dares map the Lady’s dread Maze: 

+ The Will of the One, a gang of Signers out to revive a dead goc 
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